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For those with taste and the money to indulge it—the Alfa Romeo 
Giulia S.S. Here's a 2-seater coupe of immense distinction... with the 
kind of acceleration and road-holding you expect from an Alfa... 
with a 1570 cc, 129 bhp engine and a top speed of over 125 mph... 
with twin choke carbs, disc brakes, 5 forward gears, а wrap-around 
screen and a body shape that says, clearly, = 

‘Bertone’. Expensive? Of course it is! What E) ALFA ROMEO 
else would you expect a hand-built Alfa to be? -- 


Hand built....and decidedly expensive 


The Alfa Romeo Giulia 8.8. will cost you Е2394.1.3. incl. PT. То arrange a test drive with your nearest dealer, 
get in touch with Alfa Romeo (G.B.) Ltd., 164, Sloane Street, London, S.W.1. Telephone: BELgravia 7746/7/8. 


ANTIBES Super-soft hip length jacket with banded ‘shirt’ sleeves and snugly fitting BEAU GESTE. Raglan-sleeved three-quarter length coat for men with looped belt 
single button cuffs. Low revered collar, inset flapped breast pocket and cuffed hip and revered collar. Single-breasted, three-button styling gives а man the kind of eleg- 
pockets. Saddle stitched around edges. 21 gns. ance everyone knows usually costs a great deal more. 29 gns. 


The House of Beausuede's all-colour catalogue is full of coats, Г E nr 
jackets (coats, skirts and jackets for women, too), all in | has ry toe hea se ter al ЭН 
leather or suede, all swinging in style, all warm to wear. All no financial obligation. And | won't mind if my, 
are the highest quality. All at prices far lower than you'd pay friends see it. They know I have an eye for a bargain. 
Beausuéde you buy direct from the manufacturer, there's no es (BLOCK CAPITALS, please) 


shop in between to make a profit. You buy safely, too. All 
Beausuede products are sold on an unconditional money-back 
guarantee. So use the coupon. Get your catalogue now. Or 
call at our First Floor showrooms, 98 New Bond St. in London 
where personal shoppers are always welcome. 
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THE HOUSE OF BEAUSUEDE, Dept PH17, 98 New Bond St., London, W.1 | 
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Mort Gerberg 


Without waxing sentimental—yet still young 
enough and callow enough to be impressed 
by our own good fortune—we greet our 13th 
issue, the biggest to date, as a milestone in our 
collective careers. Ever since the tenebrous 
appearance of our first issue in March of ‘65, 
the sales of PENTHOUSE—already more than 
double that of our nearest competitor—have 
climbed at a rate unparallelled in British pub- 
lishing. As this Special Anniversary Number goes 
to press we have submitted a print order for 
180,000 copies—60,000 more than we allowed 
for the first issue. Our recently audited figures 
show the average net paid circulation of Nos. 
9 and 10 to be approximately 160,000—an 
impressive net-sales increase óf 333 per cent 
over the first issue. To the best of our knowledge, 
no other magazine, newspaper, or periodical 
of any description published in Britain today 
could come within sniffing distance of our first 
annum's record rise in circulation. 

Even more rewarding—if such is possible— 
is the continual development of PENTHOUSE 
itself. Constantly improving design, colour, art, 
photography and general production techni- 
ques have been winning acclaim both here 
and abroad. Readers who have taken note of 
the progressive nature, growth and expanding 
interests of our editorial concept will recall 
with pleasure many of the notable writers and 
authors who have helped us to achieve it: 
Sir Julian Huxley, H. E. Bates, Henry Miller, 
Colin Wilson, Wolf Mankowitz, Alan Sillitoe, 
Alex Comfort, Gerald Kersh, Alex Trocchi, 
Stuart Holroyd, Antonioni, Alan Sherman, 
Violette Le Duc, Laura Del Rivo, Lawrence 


Ferlinghetti, Bill Fifield, John Bratby, Drs 
Phyllis and Eberhard Kronhausen, Henry 
Slesar, Sheldon Williams, Melton Davis, 


Michael Horovitz, etc.—not to mention our 
regular contributors and staffers. 

Adding still further support to our editorial 
solidarity, PENTHOUSE has recently acquired 
author-commentator Harry Fieldhouse as 
Editorial Director and full-time member of the 
executive staff. Fieldhouse, one of Fleet 
Street's most prominent and respected journal- 
ists, began his career at 18 as a trainee on the 
old Daily Graphic, graduated to writing Cross- 
Bencher for the Sunday Express, became chief 
leader-writer on the Daily Express, and left 
to take up a four-year post as editor of the 
Tatler. He later joined the Mirror Group as 
Personal Assistant to Vice-Chairman Hugh 
Cudlipp, co-authored Cudlipp's tumultuous 
book At your peril and was subsequently singled 
out within the group to develop, launch, and 
edit Nova... Newnes’ most advanced magazine 
project in recent years. 

The further recruitment of Anglo-American 
editor-lensman Philip O. Stearns reflects yet 
another major advance in our editorial acquisi- 
tiveness. Phil, once invited to become Men's 
Fashion Editor of- American Vogue, declined 
because of a long-standing predilection for 
living and working in London. Pre-eminent in 
the fields of fashion, advertising and general 
reportage, Stearns' oft-times, award-winning 
work has appeared regularly in the best of the 
British, American and European press. With 
this issue, however, he takes up permanent 
residence in PENTHOUSE in the dual capacity 
of Director and Picture Editor. 

Distinctly topping our first annum's milestone, 
with the same majesty that earned her more 
fan letters and elicited more phone calls, 
telegrams, interviews, TV, film and advertising 
offers than any other Pet before or since, Miss 
Amber Dean-Smith emerges.as PENTHOUSE's 
first PET OF THE YEAR. Her spontaneous and 


overwhelming popularity put an early end to 
our ambitious plans for a nationwide, reader- 
ship poll. To uncover the logic behind our 
presiding Pet of the Year's decisive appeal, the 
attention of videophiles and other such students 
is kindly directed to our centre section. 

By way of compensation, we commemorate 
in PETS REVISITED each of our delightful 
dozen damsels to date. This ravishing recap— 
with suitable notes and asides—constitutes a 
fashionable reference to the nudest Who's 
Who in contemporary British nubility. 

Keeping our noses to the milestone, our 
continuing festival of immodest self-appraisal 
examines our newest and swingin'est venture 
yet: The Penthouse LP. A sound proposition 
by any standards, it constitutes another record 
achievement for our fledgling but irrepressible 
enterprise. Specially written and arranged for 
PENTHOUSE by Jim Economides and Des 
Champ, 7he Bedside Bond (of 007 fame) is 
more than just a musical bender for the 
boudoir bound. И has been accepted for 
exclusive distribution by Decca and represents 
one of the finest modern jazz instrumentals to 
come out of Britain in many a year. 

Deepening our introspective bias, Mister 
Penthouse provides an intimate account of the 
remarkable personal success story of editor/ 
publisher Bob Guccione. 

Success of a somewhat different nature is 
propounded in a particularly articulate com- 
pendium on The Art of Seduction. Pieced 
together from the recommendations and 
(presumably) personal experiences of philo- 
sophers past and present by arch-fragmento- 
logist Percy Sayman, "Seduction" provides a 
provocative guide for lovers and laymen alike. 

Going from one extreme to the other, 
Nymphomania by Alan Hull Walton is a frank, 
authoritative exploration of a complex psycho- 
sexual phenomenon about which much is 
imagined and yet little is generally known. 

Taking the whole problem of living to its 
penultimate end was the ulterior design of 
PENTHOUSE interviewer Herb Greer when he 
discussed interior design with its world-famous 
exponent Henry End. Just to take our point a 
step further, one American commentator 
writing on interior living and design allowed 
his admiration to get the better of him as he 
wrote: "In the beginning—there was End." 

On the simple morality of living, as seen in 
this month's instructive article, The Seven 
Deadly Sins, Jonathan Clements devises a 
satiric reassessment of our fatigable moral 
fibre and its seven weakest and wickedest links. 
Mirror of Venus, a reflective folio of femmes 
imprismed by the camera of distinguished U.S. 
photographer Wingate Paine,with additional dia- 
logue by Francoise Sagan and Federico Fellini, 
is the third of this month's pictorial features. 
Meanwhile nudity of a more inhibitive sort 
dominates the fictive offering of Bill Fifield, 
Skin Deep. Cartoonist Mort Gerberg proffers 
in /srael Irregardless his answer to the reverse 
side of what would happen if the Dead Sea 
Scrolls were found in Disneyland. Derrik Low 
returns with another broody, suspenseful story, 
set in a Latin landscape. Humorist Rory 
Harrity in / Climbed The Highest Mountain, 
fights—what must inevitably be—an uphill 
battle with the cult of the Alpinist. Loftier still 
are this month's notions on Fashion, Food and 
the frivolity of same. All in all we offer a 
perfect Anniversary feast at the very summit of 
sophisticated male entertainment . . . join in 
and be our guest. 
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VIEW FROM THE TOP 


In time to help along the anniversary 
celebration comes news of another 
milestone in the progress of PENTHOUSE; 
our first A.B.C. figure. The significance 
of this needs to be explained. The Audit 
Bureau of Circulations is the recognized 
authority for keeping the score in the 
British publishing business. An inde- 
pendent body, it accepts as members 
only those publications whose sales 
auditing meets its inflexible conditions. 
PENTHOUSE is now a member of the 
A.B.C., which certifies the average net 
sale of the magazine during the six 
months January to June this year as no 
fewer than 148,395 copies. 

This, figure, astonishing for a glossy 
with a specialist appeal, is by far the 
largest circulation in the men’s magazine 
field. No competitor, homegrown or 
imported, is even in sight of such sales. 
The figure represents a growth of 334 
per cent since the magazine’s launch. 
And PENTHOUSE popularity continues to 
climb—the most successful issue 10 
date reached a sale of 160,000 copies. 
We can therefore predict the future 
with confidence: our next A.B.C. figure 
is certain to be another substantial 
advance. 

For months we've been telling people 
about the runaway sales success of 
PENTHOUSE, and some of them thought 
we were kidding. A few just laughed. 
We know who's laughing now. 


The abominable puma 
Its easy to see how the Abominable 
Snowman got a foothold in modern 
mythology when you consider the 
mystery of the Surrey puma. This 
exotic creature is now firmly established 
in the popular mind. He rates periodic 
newspaper headlines about his progress. 
"Surrey puma sighted." "Police called 
as new traces of puma found." He's 
certainly the most popular escaper 
since Goldie the eagle broke out of the 
zoo. 

The curious thing is that nobody 


knows where he escaped from. After 
all, there can't be so many pet pumas 
around in the Home Counties. People 
phone the police every day to report 
tearfully that a pet pussycat didn't come 
home last night. You'd think they'd 
mention it if they were missing a puma. 
Apparently nobody has owned up. 

Of course, its possible that the 
Surrey puma isn't really a Surrey puma 
at all. He may have sneaked away from 
some loving household in, say, Cumber- 
land, and streaked down south on the 
well-known theory that you're less 
likely to be noticed where it's more 
built up. It's possible that some dis- 
traught family in the Fells are even now 
phoning the Cumberland police daily 
for news of their peripatetic pet. The 
police in the two counties may just 
not have connected the two events. 
(The more you think of it, the more that 
does seem possible.) 

Meanwhile people keep spotting the 
fugitive. "Only a few yards away from 
me, he was. lt gave me a right turn.” 
"Right across the road he ran, bold as 
you like. If l'd had my shot gun with me I 
could have dropped him easily." A 
constable did have his gun, and fired 
hopefully at the departing figure, but 
no puma corpse has yet been discovered. 
Sceptics have even suggested that the 
creature may not be a puma at all— 
perhaps just an outsize tomcat, or a 
dogfox with big paws. But, as with the 
Abominable Snowman, who can argue 
with eye-witness accounts and mysteri- 
ous spoor? 

Из only a matter of time before 
someone spots a /ИШе puma in Surrey, 
and then we can be sure that the 
Surrey puma is in Surrey to stay. 


If you believe that, you'll believe 
anything Dept. 

"An opportunity which may NEVER 
OCCUR AGAIN,” declares an advertise- 
ment in the Daily Mail. The opportunity 
turns out to involve sending for a 


free booklet from Mr A. J. Pye of 
Blackpool about his treatment for bald- 
ness—or “Hair Care and the Restoration 
of Hair Health", as he calls it. 

Never occur again? Mr  Pye's 
advertisements have been appearing 
in virtually every newspaper published 
in the British Isles since anybody now 
alive can remember. This specimen 
concludes : "Remember," says Mr Pye, 
"time never stands still!" Indeed no. 
It marches on, bringing with it further 
opportunities which may never occur 
again. 


Woodman, don't spare that tree 


Next to animals, the protective instincts 
of the British are most readily roused 
by trees. When a few mouldy elms came 
under the chopper in Hyde Park a few 
years back, there were questions in 
Parliament. Even lopping trees is con- 
sidered as a mild form of cruelty to 
vegetation, and no householder in 
London ever cuts back a few branches 
without protests from а neighbour, 
grown accustomed to their lace. There 
is even a society called Men of the 
Trees, devoted to arboreal appreciation. 
Working for the Forestry Commission, 
which reclaims felled forests by planting 
military ranks of saplings, is regarded 
as more of a vocation than a job. 

This British passion for trees is 
indiscriminate, which explains why 
London squares and private gardens 
are so sombre. No sun ever reaches 
them, because nobody can bear to 
trim the trees. Thus, with the passage 
of the years, squares like St James's, 
and Hanover, and Manchester, and 
Belgrave, which were laid out originally 
as lawns ringed with trees for privacy, 
are now grown so private that not even 
the daylight can get in. As for Berkeley 
Square, you can see why the nightingale 
sung in that unlikely spot—the confused 
creature thought it was night-time there 
round the clock. 

The latest battlefield of tree hostilities 


7 


PENTHOUSE 


is Cadogan Square, outside the Carlton 
Tower hotel. Congestion in this district 
is so severe that residents are hard put 
to it to park within walking distance of 
their homes, and the ground landlords 
thought it would be a good idea to 
tunnel a car park under the square. This 
plan was greeted with vociferous in- 
gratitude by the residents. What upset 
them was that a few of the veteran 
trees, which did such devoted duty in 
maintaining the gloom below, would 
have to be axed. The landlords promised 
to preserve as many trees as possible, 
transplant suitable specimens, and re- 
place the others with little trees—but 
the objectors were not appeased. The 
landlords went ahead anyway, and 
excavations are now afoot. Passers-by 
will immediately notice the unfamiliar 
area of daylight where the urban 
jungle once prevailed. 

"| think that | shall never see, A 
thing so lovely as a tree . . . Well, 
poodles are nice too, but does that stop 
dog-lovers trimming them? Does leafy 
old London have to be sombre old 
London ? 


Stand by to repel boarders 


Pirate radio is a clear, unchallengeable 
example of successfully fulfilling a 
public demand that wasn't being 
catered for before. So what is the effect 
on Mr Harold Wilson's band of 
bumblers? Soured perhaps by the 
unfailing collapse of every economic 
venture of their own, they are indignant 
at this noisy success by others. Despite 
complaints that they're short of parlia- 
mentary time, they still manage to 
scrape up enough of it to schedule a 
bill to scupper the pirate radio ships. 
The sheer obscurantist spite of it 
takes the breath away. These are the 
politicians who are always prating about 
democracy. Wouldn't you think they'd 
be the last to interfere with a harmless 
entertainment that so many people 
vote for with their tuning knobs? 
You'd think so if you were naive enough. 


In practice of course the bigmouths 
who forever invoke "the people" are 
the last to give a damn for what the 
people really want (except at election 
time). The cultural tastes of the people 
are in particular a continual embarrass- 
ment to them. Far from queuing for 
Arnold Wesker's adolescent social dia- 
logues or Peter Hall's subsidized 
"message" drama, the people are 
inclined to prefer excerpts from the Top 
Twenty and breezy chat from disc 
jockeys like Emperor Rosko of Radio 
Caroline. 

If the Wilson menagerie genuinely 
cared about democracy they would be 
firing Sir Hugh Greene and his fellow 
deadheads of the BBC for so culpably 
misjudging or ignoring popular taste. 
Instead of trying to crush the pirate 
radios and their exuberant noises they'd 
be hankering after nationalizing them. 


Darling, your feet are killing me 
In a new study of the ancient (but now 
defunct) Chinese custom of binding 
women's feet, the writer comes up with 
an unexpected motive for this painful 
practice. It wasn't just a question of 
dainty feet, says Mr Howard S. Levy. 
The real trouble was that the Chinese 
were a nation of foot fetishists. 

Move over, Confucius, and make room 
for occidental gentleman, name of 
Sigmund Freud. 


Mysteriously, the Casino refused us 
press seats for Khartoum. Fully booked, 
the story went. So we paid for our seat 
like everyone else and, in the dress circle, 
were favoured with a good view of the 
screen and a good couple of dozen 
empty seats just below us. Somebody's 
prevaricating, but we don't want to say 
just who. 


The film is good epic splendour, with 
violent battles and a bit of politics, 
straining Gordon's will off against 
Gladstone's. That part doesn't excite 
much because we know the relief will 
be too late and Gordon will be butchered 
in Khartoum. | 

The real tension in the film 15 polarized 
between Gordon and the Mahdi, whose 
forces eventually overwhelm Khartoum. 
The scenes between the two men have 
some of the most graceful dialectic 
ever to appear in an epic film. In strict 
fact the two men never did meet, 
which seems a shame—but that's show 
business. 

The last battle is an anti-climax, for 
two reasons: there have been too many 
battles before, and the conflict, the real 
conflict, cries out for a last supreme 
confrontation between the two prota- 
gonists. That never occurs. One has to 
have instead the Mahdi weeping at 
Gordon's head on a pole, saying 71 
forbade it, | forbade it," then a trailing 
end upholstered with the same flat 
sort of narration that began the film. 

Charlton Heston deserves his top 
billing as Gordon. This American turns 
the trick of seeming totally British—and 
19th-century British at that. A fine 
performance. Olivier makes a good foil 
for him, but plays the Mahdi as Othello 
in the days before the affair in Cyprus. 
Still, the performance fits, even it if 
doesn't stun. The music is unnoticeable 
and forgotten after the film ends. Which 
means, in a film, an excellent score. If 
only Robert Ardey, who wrote it, and 
Basil Dearden, the overall director, 
could have woven the scenario and 
Yakima Canutt's fierce battles into a 
shape with a climax, this would have 
been a truly fine epic. As it is, it's good. 


Steve McQueen plays Nevada Smith 
in a western with one of those big sad 
musical scores by Hollywood veteran 
Alfred Newman. Most of the film is 
Hollywood veteran, including the 
revenge plot (Nevada hunting down the 
three sadistic killers of his parents) and 
the Indians who nurse McQueen back 
to health after a knife fight (Nevada is 
a half-breed), and Brian Keith, the gun 
salesman who teaches Nevada how to 
shoot. 

The only thing that's curious is the 
end. Nevada catches the worst and 
last of the three in a creek with no 
ammunition. He shoots the man in the 
hand. The man screams. Then he grins 
and shoots him in one knee. The man 
screams again, wallowing in the bloody 
water. He begs Nevada to finish him 
off. Nevada shoots him in the other 
knee. Then he walks away, throwing 
his gun into the creek, without finishing 
the bad man off. Just leaves him there 
screaming. Probably figgers that now 
he's a full-fledged sadist he'd better 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 10 


Introducing а phenomenally better shaver. 
The Sunbeam 777. 


It shaves much faster than other shavers. Phenomenally faster. 
Ttmaxkes a five minute man a three or four minute man. 


A ten minute man a six, seven or 
eight minute man. 


It shaves much closer. It shaves much cleaner. 
And much smoother. 


Itis the first dry shaver with aready-for- | 
action trimmer. (So useful, incidentally, that ог 
the men who tried it called it “a built-in barber”. 


Two things, principally, make this shaver so good. 
The firstis so simple as to be almost a cheat. It has a double 
cutting head. Itshaves you twice with a single stroke. 


The second thing is critical. This is its multi-blade sweep action. 
Sunbeam alone put genuine blades into a shaver. And nothing, 
but nothing, shaves like а blade. The 777 has six of them, three in 
each head; six perfectly honed blades of Swedish steel. 

Because they are blades, they cut like | 
blades. They sweep back and forth. 
Decisively. Someone has calculated 
that each blade makes three 

hundred and thirty cutting strokes per second. 

This takes power. The 777 has the most powerful 
motor of any British shaver. 


So far as your beard is concerned, it's not even a fair fight. | 


Take a harsh, close look ata 777. 
Compare it with other shavers. The difference shows. 
beautiful piece of machinery, built to last. It's got a 
custom-built feel aboutit. 


Itisn't cheap. It couldn't be. But at £12.13.10d.,itis 
cheap at the price. If you like to own the better things 


BUILT WITH INTEGRITY 


of life, own this one. This one is phenomenally better. BACKED BY SERVICE 
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get himself a bullwhip somewhere. 
Beware of films where the hero 1$ 
named after a state. 


There is a kind of Hollywood comedy 
that is agreeable, neat, relatively pre* 
dictable, but fun if you go to it eager 
to laugh. Walk, Don't Run is like that. 
The credits don't say it's an adaptation 
of a play, but it looks like one. Cary 
Grant playing a male shadkhan to 
Samantha Eggar and Jim Hutton against 
the background of Tokyo Olympics. 
The story is preposterous, involving 
the accidental sharing of a flat (Sam- 
antha's) by Grant and then Grant and 
Hutton. Somehow the writer works in a 
Russian security agent and snatches 
of the 30-mile walk event in the 
Olympic competition. And there is a 
jolly little electronic gadget about the 
size of a cigarette case. It opens sliding 
doors. It also turns the trick of making 
a sham marriage into the real thing when, 
just at the end, Cary Grant—but you 
don't want explanations. Better see the 
picture. And remember the bit about 
being eager to laugh. It's important 
and the film needs it. And if you see it, 
you'll find out what a shadkhan is. 


Its dangerous to raise expectations 
about a film by Alfred Hitchcock. What- 
ever you may expect in it, you're likely to 
see something else—which is of course 
what the old master's charm consists of. 
His new picture, Torn Curtain, is ripe 
vintage quality. There are a few unlikely 
premisses—for instance a nuclear physi- 
cist who doesn't speak German and 
yet can read technical papers in an 
East German publication. But you do not 
go to a Hitchcock picture for academic 
sense and logic. This particular one, 
with Paul Newman as the unlikely 
physicist and Julie Andrews as his 
physicist girl, both knotted into а 
frightening defection plot in East Berlin, 
lays its premisses coolly. Better accept 
them, because if you will, it's a hell of 
a picture. Being intricately put together 
for suspense, it's better the plot should 
be discovered when you see the film. 
But one vignette ought to be mentioned 
—a performance of utterly shattering 
charm by Lila Kedrova as a Polish 
countess who wants to go to America. 
The magnificence in Hitchcock films is 
usually confined to the twists and 
weavings of plot. But in this one lovely 
scene it flares up in the acting, too. 
There's no reason at all why you should 
miss this film. 
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The King's Mare at the Garrick is a 


mitigated disaster. The mitigation is 


10 


slight. It consists of one scene in which 
Glynis Johns as Anne of Cleves romps 
around Henry М!! 5 bedroom spouting 
heraldry, vast gobs of it, to harrass and 
intimidate her reluctant and royal hus- 
band into performing his marital duties. 
But he doesn't. At the end of the act she 
has to settle for a card game. Playgoers 
are advised to leave the theatre immedi- 
ately after this scene and, if possible, 
not to arrive until it starts. The rest of 
the show is Anita Loos's revoltingly cute 
version of one of those French stories 
about royalty—the ones that ask the 
audience to swallow the pretence that 
Kings and Queens converse and behave 
like petit bourgeois couples, that 
Queens, for example, “take care” of 
their husbands by bathing their sore 
feet in hot water. 

Now everybody (probably) knows 
that it isn't like that. The joke onstage 
is in pretending that it is, and we're 
supposed to laugh. И was interesting 
to glance around the audience at the 
Garrick. Most of the people who were 
laughing were obviously on the far 
side of 50, which confirmed the suspi- 
cion that the setup onstage was worn 
out by the time World War 1! began. 

The presentation of Henry VIII as a 
wheezing curmudgeon with nothing 
on his mind, really, but sex—well, it was 
mirth-provoking, but certainly not in 
the way the author of this mess in- 
tended. Keith Mitchell was a brave man 
to undertake it. Miss Johns as his 
Flemish wife does have the one virtuoso 
scene described above. She attacks it 
with power and glorious spirit. This play 
is probably intended as a star vehicle 
for her. If so, it runs by slave power. 
There is enough of that to lift Miss 
Johns briefly in her moment of flash 
and thunder. The rest of the time she 
plods grimly along and the rest of the 
cast, whom it would not be fair to 
name, because they are the lesser 
slaves, drag after her. 


The Royal Court's production of the 
French play Ubu Roi was notable not 
only for the return of Max Wall but for a 
demonstration of imbecility by the Lord 
Chamberlain. Some of the older institu- 
tions of Britain are quaint and have a 
tourist value and are thus tolerated in an 
age for which their relevance has 
disappeared. The Lord Chamberlain in 
his function as censor of the theatre is 
neither quaint, nor of tourist value, nor 
relevant to anything but institutional 
inertia and ingrained silliness. The word 
merde was first heard on the French 
stage in 1896. What sort of mind is it that 
requires a translation of this common 
expletive—the word in English is shit— 
to be untranslated ? The Lord Chamber- 
lain has actually insisted that the original 
French word be altered slightly! This, 
despite the fact that shit has already been 
spoken in plays performed publicly in 


this country. There is nothing even 
apparently rational about it. 

lain Cuthbertson's production used 
Max Wall to play the wild king, but it 
didn't quite succeed in blending this 
variety comic into the rest of the "legit" 
company. From the audience the fault 
appeared to be Cuthbertson's. 

One extraordinary performance from 
John Shepherd as Mere Ubu was 
startling and impressive, but it couldn't 
make the production hold together. 
Shepherd must be the only actor in the 
history of English theatre who can twist 
his mouth into an uncanny reproduction 
of an alum-shrunk anus. That feat alone 
made the evening worth while. 


Rube Goldberg was an American car- 
toonist who delighted in sketching 
immensely complicated machines—con- 
traptions that filled a room and, through 
myriads of lever-jigglings, weightdrop- 
pings, swingings and turnings and 
pulleyings, did something like depositing 
an egg into a saucepan of boiling water. 
Wait until dark, Frederick Knott's new 
play at the Strand, is something like 
that. The audience sits with necessary 
patience through a wilderness of com- 
plicated plotting in the first act and part 
of the second of the two acts, waiting 
for the final exciting scene in which a 
blind woman matches wits and luck 
with a sadistic criminal. The issue is a 
heroin-stuffed doll which has come into 
her possession because when her hus- 
band took a trip to Holland, there was 
this woman at the airport—anyway, the 
final scene and the battle is fairly exciting 
and does have one little surprise. 

For the rest—motivation, simplicity, 
thingslike that—forget it. The whole thing 
works like a machine, which is all 
right except that machines have no 
sense of humour. If Mr. Knott had one, 
the first two-thirds of this play would 
be much more bearable. 

Honor Blackman is properly appealing 
and desperate as the blind lady, though 
one can't help feeling the ingenuity she 
displays in foiling the madman belongs 
more to Knott than to her. Peter Sallis 
makes a good menacing sadist, and 
Brian Murray, Sarah Long, and Brian 
Phelan work hard at helping Miss 
Blackman crank the machine. Michael 
Griffiths as her husband has a tough row 
to hoe, but he sets to it skilfully. If there 
were only some seed in the field, he 
might have made something grow—but 
then this isn't that kind of play. 


In 1908 L'Enfer, by Henri Barbusse, 
was published in France. Now, 58 
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АМ EXPLORATION OF SUCCESFUL 
BACKGROUNDS FOR MODERN LIV- 
ING—AND HOW YOU CAN PROFIT 
FROM THEM/Penthouse Interview 


An outstanding name in international 
interior design, Henry End first went to 
America, after wartime service in the 
Royal Air Force, at the invitation of 20th 
Century Fox. He designed sets for 
"Forever Amber" and other Hollywood 
movies, then moved into interior design 
when he was asked to tackle a Kansas 
City hotel. He is now the leading 
designer of hotel interiors, and in 
London was responsible for the Carlton 
Tower. Other famous assignments in- 
clude the Coconut Grove in Los 
Angeles and the New York Plaza. He is 
consultant to the Hotel Corporation of 
America. Trained at London's St Martin's 
School of Art and the Royal College of 
Art, he now presides over his own 
studios in Miami, with branch offices in 
New York and Los Angeles. This exclu- 
sive Penthouse interview was conducted 
during a recent London visit. 


Penthouse: Mr End, you're a very 
widely known interior decorator—you've 
worked all over the United States, in 
Europe and in England: 

Mr End: Well,thankyou very much—butl 
prefer to be called an interior designer, 
because there is a distinct difference 
between interior decoration and interior 
designing, though in interior design a 
certain amount of decoration is created. 
Penthouse: What is the main differ- 
ence? 

Mr End: Basically, interior design is the 
architecture of the interior. Most people 
who call themselves decorators are 
shoppers. They are people with essenti- 
ally good taste who know how to put 
colours and furnishings together to 
create a certain atmosphere. An interior 
designer works on the drawing-board, 
like an architect, planning the walls, the 
ceilings and, of course, tying in air-con- 
ditioning and lighting and all the 
mechanical parts of an interior structure. 
Penthouse: Do you consider yourself 
and your colleagues to be artists or 
artisans ? 

Mr End: think we are a combination of 
the two. The dictionary might consider 
an artisan as a person who works with 
his hands and we designers often do not 
work with our hands but with pencil and 
paper. Our work is a form of art in the 
same way as hairdressing is a form of 
art, or strip-tease is a form of art, but | 
don't consider it a serious art. | don't 
consider my own particular field as the 
kind of art that will end up in museums 
or galleries—l think it's transitory art. It 
is an art of environment, the creating of 
environment. s 

Penthouse: The business of interior 
design—and interior · decoration—has 
somehow acquired a rather ambiguous 
reputation. lts practitioners are used as 
the classic type in plays, for instance, of 
homosexuals. Now why should this 
business have acquired such a cliché 
reputation ? 

Mr End: Well, | think that applies to 
most of the artistic businesses. | think 
the sameisthoughtaboutstage designers 
or dress designers. Probably interior 
design or decoration appeals to some- 
one who is highly sensitive, and so often 
the homosexual is of that disposition. 
Of course, in my profession, many have 
suggested that I'm queer because | like 
women. 

Penthouse: How does that paradox 
reason out? 

Mr End: Well, | do like women, and 
that makes me an odd man out as an 
interior decorator. The homosexual often 
gets on well with women, but that's not 


the same thing. 

Penthouse: Is snobbery a factor in the 
work you create—not on your part, but 
the snobbery of the people you have to 
work for? 

Mr End: Oh, yes, it is a factor, because 
people do often seek a home interior or 
atmosphere unbeknown to themselves, 
wanting to create a certain effect to type 
themselves as other than they are. | 
see nothing wrong in that. Nor in the 
other kind of snobberyfostered by hotels, 
the kind of work | specialize in. А parti- 
cular hotel will appeal to a certain type 
of people, who want to entertain, be 
entertained, and stay at an address that 
gives them a certain kind of prestige. We 
accept all that as a part of our normal 
work. 

Penthouse: Illusion then plays a great 
part in the work you do. 

Mr End: Illusion applies in most things, 
especially where it is a question of 
atmosphere. There are people who dress 
in order to fit an occasion, and | see no 
reason why they shouldn't create an 
image in their surroundings. | think it's 
only right to accept this because most 
people are snobs, though they deny it 
strenuously. | guess I'm a snob myself— 


“there are many things, many kinds of 


people that | find deplorable and try to 
keep away from. Equally, even to my 
clients in business, | put on, or create, a 
certain form of image that | feel would 
be acceptable to them. 


Penthouse: In commerce when уои. 
are called on to design interiors, can 
your decor create a mood that makes 
people susceptible to advertising or to 
impulses to buy? 


Mr End: This is absolutely essential. 
Again | will refer to hotels, in which | 
work. The owner of the hotel is obviously 
employing me to create merchandising 
areas—a restaurant has to be designed 
so that people-will feel good there апа 
will want to come back again. These 
public areas have to be designed mainly 
for women, not for men. The big pur- 
chaser today is the woman, and if a 
woman feels that the area is enhancing 
her, then she is going to come back.. It 
doesn't matter how much a man may 
insist on going to a particular place—if 
she feels she isn't going to feel good 
there nothing is going to induce her. So 
we are creating spaces for sales and | 
have no illusions about this—we are 
commercial artists. 

Penthouse: Wherever there is fashion 
there is always change. Is a planned kind 
of obsolescence in decor possible ? 


Mr End: Bear in mind there are many 
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6 | firmly believe good taste 
should be an understatement. 
Well-dressed people should 
not be obviously well- 
dressed. A successful man 
doesn't have to surround 
himself with the trappings 

of success. 9 
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traders and manufacturers in home 
decoration, and they want to stay in 


business and create sales. But | believe 
that truly good design is timeless, though 
of course there are shadings of this. 
Through the ages certain styles and cer- 
tain forms of design and decoration have 
been typical of the period, but usually 
they have been created by eminent 
designers such as Chippendale or Adam 
or Sheraton here in England. In the 
United States there is much more of an 
eclectic form of design where the good 
designer chooses styles of the world and 
creates an atmosphere out of all kinds. | 
believe that truly good design becomes 
better with time, and if its bad it can 
only become worse. The good designer 
should not concern himself with fashion. 
Penthouse: Where would you say the 
best and most sophisticated interior 
design can be found in the world today ? 
Mr End: | don't think this is a regional 
situation at all. | think there is good 
design in every part of the world. One. 
has to seek it out—as | said, there's 
more bad than good. There is great taste 
here in London—though in the mass 
market | think the taste is deplorable. In 
America | think thelevelishigherbecause 
of the number of shelter magazines and 
the amount of communication: which 
seems to reach the individual consumer. 
Or maybe it's simply because of the 
higher standard of living. 

Penthouse: How far does a designer 
impress his own tastes on those of his 
client ? 

Mr End: If a man has absolutely no 
taste, there 1$ no reason why the designer 
should not put forth his own taste. After 
all, if the client does have tremendous 
taste of his own, he possibly doesn't 
need a designer. But И the client just has 
certain preferences in taste, then the 
designer should assemble these into a 
tasteful aggregate. Otherwise an atmos- 
phere can be created for him in the same 
way as a good tailor can make someone 
who is potbellied and round-shouldered 
look more handsome than he is. 
Penthouse: Can you mention any 
examples from homes of people you 
know or have worked for—Al Capp, for 
instance ? 

Mr End: Al Capp is rather a good friend 
of mine, but he made the mistake—and 
| told him so—of having an interior 
designer do his interior without any con- 
sultation at all. For a man with such a 
strong personality and so many strong, 
important statements to make that's a 
paradox, because his apartment doesn't 
reflect him in any way at all. 
Penthouse: Can a man with a fraction 


of Al Capp's money aspire to luxury 
living in terms of interior design ? к 
Мг End: | do feel that taste or interior 
design has little to do with cost. If one is 
selective and careful in choosing onecan 
buy beautiful things for little money. It's 
obvious all around us that many women 
can spend as much as £200 for a dress 
from a famous couturier and look like 
hell, while a girl who just ekes out a 
secretary's wage can be chic and attrac- 
tive. It's all a question of selection. Of 
course, if by luxury living you mean 
living beyond one's means, then this is a 
very unfortunate ambition. It suggests 
a person who is terribly insecure and 
wants to be something that he is not, 
and sooner or later he's going to be 
found out. 

Penthouse: In the private domain, are 
you ever called on to create a spectacular 
effect for amusement for, let's say, the 
indulgence of a rich man's whim? A 
remarkable party, for instance, like the 
famous Black Dinner in J. K. Hyman's 
novel Against The Grain? 18 that sort of 
thing done today ? 

Mr End: Yes, it has been done. | remem- 
ber one particular instance in which | 
was not involved, which | admired very 
much. It took place in Italy, where they 
hired coloured boys dressed up as foot- 
men—and at the dinner party they held 
behind them candelabras and the whole 
effect was of this flickering candlelight. 
One other instance comes to mind—l 
was once involved in the decoration of 
a house of prostitution in Cuba, B.C. 
—before Castro. My idea was to create 
different types of room for different types 
of girls. They had their own chambers and 
we did one in Byzantine style,- another 
Moorish, another Scandinavian because 
shewasblonde, another Chinese because 
she was an oriental girl. |t was a very 
exciting place. 

Penthouse: Was it a problem of taste 
or of sheer sensual impact of the 
surroundings ? 

Mr End: Well, it was a sort of combined 
stagecraft. The right type of;casting, 
the right type of costuming and the right 
type of scenery. | was involved in the 
selection of the girl to fit into the cos- 
tume and the background, so | was a sort 
of producer or stage director. 
Penthouse: If you had to do this for a 
private individual—create an apartment 
or a pad, as they say, would there be 
much difference in the problems? 

Mr End: Completely different. If you 
mean a bachelor who wants a back- 
ground for seduction, this should be done 
in the most subtle manner. After all, if 
he's inviting girls who are certainties he 
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“doesn't need anything. But if he's trying 
.to induce sweet young things it would 


be a big mistake to make his place 
obvious. What could be created would 
be certain touches of which a guest 


“would not be conscious. Naturally she | 
would not be invited directly into the 


bedroom, so he should concentrate first 


` on the living-room and the furniture. The 


sofa should be extremely comfortable 
and should be so designed that it would 
be easy to make love to her on it without 
having to say "Come into the bedroom." 
Lighting would play a big part. In fact, | 
think lighting plays a big part in a// 
interiors. | would recommend a dimmer 
system that would be close to his reach. 
Penthouse: Jack Lemmon in a recent 
movie had a machine that played violins 
automatically. That's almost a 
fiction, isn't it? 

Mr End: Yes, | must say that would be 
a bit too obvious. What would be most 
important would be to avoid anysugges- 
tion of a trap. He should surround him- 
self with good taste and really under- 
'state it, and he should also appear to be 
masculine and have lots of books and 
good paintings—paintings of all kinds, 
so that he is typed as a man of the world. 
There should be noinstruments—nothing 
in the way of weapons or whips around, 
which might make him be considered a 
sadist. In other words, he has to sur- 


- round himself with the atmosphere of a 


gentleman. 
Penthouse: Any pointers for a woman 
wanting an impressive setting? | 


. Mr End: The most important thing in 


designing an interior for a girl is that the 
surroundings be conducive to her 
colouring. The colours should not clash 
with her hair and her makeup and the 
kind of clothes she wears. But the place 
shouldn't be too frilly and flimsy. Equally, 
she should not type herself as too much 
of an intellectual—this is always a 
deterrent:among men. 

Penthouse: Have you ever been asked 
to do a private interior such as you have 
described ? 

Mr End: Yes, | have, and "уе done them 


.in accordance with what I've just 


explained and I’ve been told they have 


been quite satisfactory ! 


Penthouse: Without getting too com- 
promising could you give any details? 


"Mr End: When | worked in Hollywood 


there was a young starlet that | did some 
work for. She was mostly concerned in 
impressing some of the directors and 


producers that might visit her, and |: 


created an atmosphere which she found 
highly satisfactory. But | thinkthehighest 
compliment paid to me concerned a 
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bedroom | did tor a married couple who 


apparently were barren. They had been 
married for several years and had no 
children. | did a very sexy bedroom for 


them and shortly after it was completed 
the wife became pregnant. It must have 


been a coincidence but my ego accepts 
itas a compliment. 

Penthouse: You've just described what 
was done in Hollywood—if this had to 
be done in London would the character 
of the thing be different? 

Mr End: No, | don't think so at all. It 
might be more difficult to select the 
various items of decor. There isn't the 
wide variety of decoration here that we 
have in the United States, which is such 
a big country and so highly productive. 


The ingredients are the same, though, 


and people are the same. 

Penthouse: What are your views on the 
high-powered office ? 

Mr End: Well, the old-fashioned Holly- 
wood image of the producers' office or 
a mogul's office is taboo today—it's 
quite absurd. I'm probably repetitious 
about understatement, but | firmly 
believe good taste should be an under- 
statement. Well-dressed people should 
not obviously be well dressed. A good 
interior should look as if it had been done 
by a famous decorator—that a lot of 
money has been spent. To begin with, | 
think the most important thing about an 
office is that it should be functional. The 
way offices are designed today is in 
many cases a mistake. | disagree with 
a big desk where the big man is sitting 
in a big chair puffing a fat cigar and the 
poor little fellow is sitting in a little 
uncomfortable chair on the edge of his 
seat. Many offices that | have done 
lately have been without a desk. We 
have created conversational areas where 
the guest is as comfortable as the man 
in charge. The unfortunate part about 
the desk is that it creates a barrier. If a 
man is successful he doesn’t have to 


surround himself with effects of his 


success, If he’s in the oil business, for 
example, he doesn’t have to have large 
blowups of oilwells—he can have a 
tastefully designed area which might 
have paintings and books and not be at 
all suggestive of his business. After all, 
the business he’s conducting is done 
person-to-person or on the telephone 


‘or dictating machine or through his 


secretary. Unless he’s terribly insecure 
there is absolutely no necessity for put- 
ting photographs round the wall of say, 
his successful starlets, or his factories, 
or the awards that he may have won. | 


think the same approach to an office 
would be applicable to a well designed 


| of architecture, 


a flat or home. It should have 


a feeling of well-being, and not be at. all 
pretentious. 


Penthouse: Is it possible that an anti- 


design fashion might arise? In other 


words, might the more sophisticated - 


individual attempt to surround himself 


] with caprices and idiosyncrasies rather 


than conform to standard good taste ? 


Mr End: | don't think that good taste is _ 


standard. Every period has its examples 


of good taste and if a sophisticated | 


person enjoys certain items and wants 
to surround himself with them, | see no 
fault in this. It's really an extension of 
his own taste, and this is fine. 
Penthouse: What's the biggest single 
change you'd like to see in modern 
living from an aesthetic point of view ? 
Mr End: This new international school 
with architects all 
creating these little boxes, little cubes 


meant to be shelters for living, is becom- - 


ing terribly monotonous and, unin- 
teresting. | would like to see a more 
imaginative and romantic approach. 
Higher ceilings, larger rooms. Of course 
this is a problem of real estate, because 
the real-estate people have tried to 
create as much revenue from as small a 
space as possible. 

Penthouse: Does the very peripatetic 


quality of modern life have anything to - 


do with this boxy fashion? 

Mr End: | don't think it's modern life as 
much as it's modern techniques. Build- 
ing costs keep on skyrocketing, and 
people in the business of building are 
interested in getting the most they can 
out of their real estate. Therefore they 
crowd people into small areas, small 
boxes, and try and create buildings as 
cheaply as possible. 

Penthouse: Do you feel that the state 
of unrest in the world affects the indivi- 
dual's concept of interior design? 
Mr End: | think that more than ever а 


man's home is his castle, because it is а. 


refuge. After the helter-skelter form of 
life that he's subjected to in the world of 
business and work a home gives him 
comfort and ease. Sincerely I think tele- 
vision is so popular partly because it is a 
form of sedation—he doesn't really have 
to watch, he just sort-of nods his head 
and it sort-of works for him. But com- 
fortable and attractive surroundings are 
more important than ever now. | 
Penthouse: Could you—or would you 
— саге to predict the state of interior 
design and living facilities say 20. years 
from now? 

Mr End: Well, we're still going to be 
governed by techniques in the future. 
The sculptor, the mason, the cabinet 


CONTINUED OVERLEAF . 
13. 


. 


PENTHOUSE 


6 Twenty years from now 
we'll still be living in boxes, 
but they'll be prefabricated 

in factories. An entire 
bathroom could. come in 

one piece. Lighting will 
become part of the structure— 
walls will glow.9 
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maker, the plasterer—theirs are becoming 
lost skills today. No one wants to carry 
on the manual trades of their fathers; 
they feel that everyone can get rich 
quicker in commerce or other things. 
People are not working with their hands 
and the cost of labour is so high. | think 
the unions are the biggest deterrent to 
artisan help. So we will be living in more 
boxes, prefabricated in factories where 
both the interior materials and the 
exterior materials will be prefabricated 
too. An entire bathroom could come in 
one piece. Lighting will go through 
tremendous changes and become an 
integral part of the structure. | can fore- 
see that we will have no lighting bulbs 
in the ceiling and no lamps. Instead walls 


will glow; they will have their own ' 


lighting built into them. Glass as we 
know it now will probably be plastic or 
some form of man-made material. In 
fact, | think that all materials will be 
man-made— don't think we will have 
any more wood or stone or items which 
are mineral or mined. Windows will not 
be covered in draperies, but will have 
cells built in which will react to light so 
that the room goes from dark to light 
through some form of light reactor. 
Again, electricity will have no wiring— 
and many of the things I'm talking about 
have actually been done in the labora- 
tory. Lighting or power, will be sent 
through the air; it will be transmitted. 
But as we go further into these techni- 
ques | feel there will be a new need for 
the artist and the artisan because we 
will have to surround ourselves with 
artistic touches to ease the monotony. 


Penthouse: What's your feelings about 
the "pop" and "op" art fashions? 

Mr End: This is a passing phase and | 
see nothing wrong in experiment. Much 
of the work | see | do consider suspect 
because, if one really examines some 
of these artists and their early work, one 
wonders if this is an excuse for not being 
able to turn out a worthwhile drawing. 
They try to bring attention to themselves 
by so-called works of art which are 
highly provocative. This applies to so 
many insecure реоре—1 think to many 
that | see around with these fancy long 
haircuts and strange Carnaby Street 
fashions. 

Penthouse: How do you feel about 
animated effects in interior designs, such 
as aviaries, fish tanks, mobiles, kinetic 
art and sculpture ? 

Mr End: They are valid if the occupant 
really enjoys fish or enjoys birds. But 
just having a fish tank around to be a 
decoration, | think that is rather silly. A 
person who doesn't like animals or 


birds shouldn't have them around. 
Penthouse: After animation, 
about odours? 

Mr End: There was a fashion in the 
19205 for burning incense. To me, that's 
а lot of nonsense. | feel that any person 
who uses a tremendous amount of per- 
fume is either a fag or a phony, or he 
just has bad taste. There is no more 
beautiful odour than, say, a dish being 
prepared—the air permeated with the 
smell of anticipated food. 
Penthouse: What's your favourite type 
of commission ? 

Mr End: My favourite type of commis- 
sion is the client who really gives me 
carte blanche—who has complete faith 
in me and says: “Henry, | have so many 
pounds or dollars to spend—this is how 
| want to live and 111 leave it entirely to 
you”. This, to me, is ideal, because it puts 
all the responsibility on the designer, and 
if the designer has any integrity at all, 
he is really going to knock himself out 
for that client. 

Penthouse: Where would you live if 
you had your choice? 

Mr End: Аз | travel so extensively | like 
bits and pieces of different places. | love 
London—l think it's a marvellous city. | 
love New York, but only to visit. | enjoy 
Florida, which is my domicile now, be- 
cause | enjoy the climate. | think the 
ideal would be to have homes in various 
places—possibly one in London, one. 
somewhere in a sunny clime, maybe 
Spain or Italy, and a third, say, in San 
Francisco or New York. р 
Penthouse: Are there rackets in interior 
design that clients should be aware of? 
Mr End: There are rackets in every busi- 
ness, | imagine. People are taken advan- 
tage of. Portobello Road is an example— 
one big junk pile of. so-called antiques 
which are really just second-hand items 
of furniture and furnishings. In every 
period there was much more bad than 
good, and the good ends either in rich 
people's homes or in museums. The bad 
continues to be foisted on the public. 
Penthouse: Do you have any kind of 
final advice for anybody that has a home 
ога flat that he wants for the first time to 
have decorated ? 

Mr End: | would suggest that he avoid 
going quickly to the first local decorator, 
or the first department store that has a 
decorating department. He should study 
carefully magazines and books to see 
the kind of things that he likes, and 
assimilate the ideas which appeal to 
him most. Then he can go to someone 
of repute who can put togetherthe ideas 
he has. 

Penthouse: Mr End, thankyou. Ot—g 


what 


“Poor Mr Potter, he's the only man here!” 


EGLESFIELP 


Confession cures 

Without being hypocritical, I sincerely mean 
it when Т say that your magazine has great 
hidden теги. An opening of the heart is good 
for men, and I only wish more would say 
what they have suffered in their innocence, 
and inflicted in consequence on others in 
their adulthood. Mental hospitals would be 
needless, as we would become our own 
specialists in eradicating the wars within us. 
Whatever evil is, it would at least be kept at 
bay. 

How these various states of human per- 
sonality come into being (e.g. masochism, 
homosexuality and their female counterparts) 
is quite possibly cause and effect. As far as 
experience has been my guide there are two 
traits in people, whatever their status— 
married or single, rich or poor—and these 
are: the sufferer and the inflictor. The key to 
the matter lies in the frustrations of child- 
hood. We all have our scars from infancy 
upwards.—Thomas Ashe, Hornby Street, Bury, 
Lancs. 


One law for the male... 

As a female reader of your magazine I would 
like to plead for equality for women in a 
special way. Men on hot sunny days are 
allowed to strip to the waist in the park or on 
the beach, but a woman who tried to do this 
would be arrested for indecent exposure. This 
seems very unfair. Let legislation be passed 
to right this inequality—if necessary by pre- 
venting men from enjoying this privilege. I 
am a member of a nudist camp in Surrey, but 
there is no club in London where I can go to 
keep cool and sunbathe during my lunchbreak 
or in the evenings.—Anne Nightingale, 
Davisville Road, W.12. 

During the great Topless controversy a few 
years ago this point of view was argued at 
length in the political weekly New Statesman. 
There haven't been any signs of official support 
—but then it's not so long since the bikini was 
frowned on.—Ed. 


What St Paul has to answer for 
Would that PENTHOUSE were made compul- 
sory reading for schoolchildren over 12. A 
lot of adult nonsence would disappear. 

When I was young I worked in a public 
house. The owner was one of the old school, 
wearing frock coat, gold albert, and pin- 
stripe trousers every day. He was fully 
bearded. One day I said something about 
the Church being almost useless. “Never 
again let me hear you say a word against 
the Church, lad," he said. “Don’t you know 
it has driven more men to drink than any- 
thing else!” : 

The proof of what he said has been made 
plain to me repeatedly. But note that he 
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said “Church” and not “Christianity”. 
There is a reference in Alan Hull Walton’s 
article “Religion and its sexual origins” 
(No. 10) to the Pauline edicts. Paul caused 
all the taboo and sex aberration that has 
blighted us for nearly 2000 years. Christian- 
ity does not say anything on the matter. 
Only Paul does, and his view was perverted, 
or he himself was perverted. Sex is one of 
the most holy and misunderstood subjects 
in the world today, second only to death 
and the continuity of life after death.—Jan 
M. Aitchison, Gilmour Street, Kilmarnock. 


Pros and cons 

I would like to suggest that PENTHOUSE 
should have more cartoon features like “A 
young man’s Dolly ABC” by John Astrop 
(VOL. 1. No. 6) and “Lewdo, a rake’s progress” 
by John Astrop and Jill Neville (voL. 1 No. 3). 
Also a larger PENTHOUSE FORUM. I enclose 
order for Penthouse Book Society —John С. 
Durack, Moness Street, Poplar, E.14. 


I’m beginning to think you should alter the 
cover of your magazine to read “The Maga- 
zine for Men & Women”. Let's have a man's 
magazine, like the first four issues. Women 
should stick to their own publications which 
flood the market nowadays. Г for one do not 
care how many Mrs Joneses spank their 
husbands or how many women shave their 
pubic hair. Let's have more men's views on 
various subjects—repeat various subjects.— 
R. G. M., Taymount Rise, London, S.E.26. 


As a rabid aficionado of the corrida I was 
gassed with the article on El Cordobes, whom 
I had seen fight a few weeks before. Fifield 
certainly knows his stuff—one could discern 
the Spanish constructions in the dialogue, 
which heightened the sense of immediacy. It 
induced in me a sensation I could only des- 
scribe as homesickness—strange, I'm from 
Liverpool! —Ross MacManus, с/о Joe Loss 
Orchestra, Hammersmith Palais, W.6. 


As an enthusiastic reader of PENTHOUSE 
may I express my special appreciation of 
issue No. 11, which in addition to the usual 
high quality of material featured Miss Laurie 
Stowe. I consider her to be the best Pet to 
date.—J. McGlynn, Charlbury Road, 
Nottingham. 


Sorry, wrong number 
That was an unsparing piece of hatchet work 
on Rolls-Royce (vor. 1 No. 11), but hasn't 
Harry Fieldhouse got hold of the wrong 
Peugeot when he saysthe Silver Shadow looks 
like “the expiring 303" ?—T.E.S., Crowstone 
Road, Westcliff-on-Sea, Essex. 

Yes, he meant the Peugeot 403. A transcrip- 
tion slip—sorry.—Ed. 


In which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of 
PENTHOUSE, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of 
interest. Letters for publication should carry the writer's 
name and address (in capitals, please), though these may 
be withheld on request at the Editor's discretion. Views 
expressed in these columns are not necessarily endorsed 
by PENTHOUSE. 


Corporal punishment 


To spank or not to spank; that is ло! the 
question. Mr Whybrow hopes this contro- 
versy will go on.So do I, but in the context of 
the whole parent-child relationship. This is a 
subject that needs to be aired in all its aspects. 

First of all, however, If I have done Mr 
Stephen Bumpstead (vor. 1 no. 10) ап 
injustice I hope he will see fit to accept my 
sincere public apology. 

Mr Colin Maine has in fact substantiated 
my point. I suggested that there was more to 
his relationship with his father than the 
thrashing angle. From what he now says this 
is obviously so. Of course love, guidance, 
friendship and example are the ways to bring 
up children. (Indeed, if more teachers were 
to attach due importance to friendship and 
example in the teacher-pupil relationship the 
average psychologist's caseload would be 
halved.) But there may be in every child's life 
the rare occasion when this does not come off. 
Here physical punishment, quickly over and 
understood by the child, may be the most 
effective. It is far better than any attitudinal 
or mental punishment. Of course torture in 
any form must be ruled out. Punishment 
should be reduced to the absolute minimum, 
and of course rewarding good behaviour is 
just as important as sanctions against bad 
behaviour. 

А further point on which I agree whole- 
heartedly with Mr Maine is that people who 
are not prepared to face the highly serious 
responsibilities of parenthood should not have 
children. An eminent psychologist with whom 
I had the honour to be associated put it to 
me: “There is one reason for having children 
and one only. You love each other so much 
that you have ample love to spare." If this 
were universally recognized I and many 
colleagues would be out of a job, and glad 
to be so. 

But this is not likely to be. Some parents 
are unable to accept their children as inde- 
pendent beings, some are afraid their children 
will outpace them, some work out their own 
neuroses on their children. Take the case of 
a girl now in her early twenties. Her parents 
were both educated people. Her father was an 
executive becoming more embittered as his 
chances of manager status became remote 
and his chances of a seat on the board negli- 
gible. Her mother hoped for an academic 
career but failed to get a higher degree. This 
girl told me: “Pretty often for all sorts of 
reasons I had to go to my room and change 
into pyjamas. Then my mother or father or 
both would come up and one of them would 
beat me with a riding crop kept for the pur- 
pose. The beating was hell but the worst part 
was the waiting. Once I was kept waiting three 
hours, living through the beating in my 


imagination beforehand. For11 months I had 
the answer: I cut up a piece of rubber tubing 
Т had found and gummed it with rubber 
solution into a pair of gym knickers, which I 
would put on under my pyjamas. They were 
ideal protection. Then one day my mother 
found the knickers. She was livid. From then 
on I had to change in my parents' presence. 
This I found so degrading that I often found 
myself crying while changing." 

When this girl wanted to go into journalism 
her parents put a stop to it and made her take 
a secretarial course. Why? Because they 
couldn't bear the thought of her making a 
success of life when they hadn't. Her father 
admitted this after the girl had a mild break- 
down. Incidentally, a secretarial training 
happens to be a help in journalism, which 
she is now doing. 

Contrast this with the example of the 
daughter of an older and more experienced 
colleague of mine. At 17 she was told not to 
go to a dancehall where there had been some 
gang fights and a certain amount of peddling. 
She went and was caught. Her father said in 
effect: “You know what to expect”. Her 
mother took her to her room and gave her six 
strokes across the bare bottom with a slipper. 
Two years later this girl worked for me for a 
while and I learnt from her that she had been 
beaten only five times in her life. Each time 
she felt it was deserved and she had known 
what to expect. I can assure your readers I 
have seldom met a more balanced and 
independent-minded girl. 

Her relationship with her parents is attested 
in a recent letter to me telling me that she and 
her husband now have a baby daughter. She 
says: “If I can give her as happy a childhood 
as my parents gave me, what more canlask ?” 

May I conclude as I began? Let us not 
confine outselves to corporal punishment. 
Let us look at the whole parent-child 
relationship.— Consultant Psychologist (name 
and address supplied), London, S.W.15. 


What we seem to have is a case of 
extremes: on the one hand no control at all, 
on the other brutality. And the latter is often 
the result of the former, when the parent (or 
teacher?) loses his or her temper. Teachers 
of my acquaintance, who never use a cane 
themselves, deplore the easygoing attitude 
of parents who expect teachers to impose the 
discipline they themselves are too weak to 
establish. No one wants parents to behave 
cruelly, but a firm kindly discipline, estab- 
lished in the child's early years (involving, 
surely, only the occasional spanking) and an 
insistence on good manners and a regard for 
others might do immeasurable good for the 
child's character, and for society.— Teacher 
(name and address supplied), Holywell, Flints. 


GThe best of the new bunch is Penthouse... It’s letter page, the 
Penthouse Forum, puts it well clear of its field.9 


I wish to take issue with some of your cor- 
respondents whose views on punishment I 
find hard to understand. I am an air hostess 
and until a year ago, when I became 21, was 
chastised for such offences as coming in late, 
disobedience, insolence etc. I certainly ex- 
perienced no sexual pleasure from it. To 
suggest that this could happen when a girl 
is spanked by her parents is in my view absurd. 

My mother is not an old-fashioned virago, 
but a humane, enlightened and intelligent 
woman. She believes, rightly in my opinion, 
that until a girl comes of age she should be 
subject to some form of restriction and 
discipline when necessary. In conversation 
with my friends I found that half of them 
were caned or spanked when “under age”. 
Corporal punishment is the most humane 
form of correction, provided it is administered 
(i) immediately, (ii) by the girl’s mother, 
(iii) in private, (iv) on the bottom. Of course 
it is humiliating, but surely that is part of 
the punishment. 

I did not hold this view when I was 
bending over and gritting my teeth, but now 
I can look at the matter more objectively.— 
Valerie Wyatt, Egmont Road, Sutton, Surrey. 


As a psychiatrist, I wonder whether the 
whole question is taken over-seriously— 
and whether a normal, healthy child has 


—Nick Cohn in The Observer 


ever suffered later mental effects from a 
moderate and deserved amount of spanking. 
It is more than possible, in my experience, 
that those who claim to have been trans- 
formed into adult “perverts” are neurotic, 
vulnerable personalities who would other- 
wise fix their symptoms to some other type 
of childhood experience. 

My own most vivid memories of boyhood 
spankings are of those I had between the 
ages of 11 and 134, from a motherly black 
nurse who looked after us in Central Africa. 
Following any misbehaviour, she would 
take me into an open outhouse and her 
stinging slaps really did hurt! I learnt a 
healthy respect for important values— 
honesty, politeness, and civility for adults. 

Now, we punish our own family similarly. 
We have a boy of 11, and boy and girl 
twins of 13. A spanking is administered 
immediately after the offence, regardless of 
what other members of the family are present. 
Though it is definitely no fun for the victims, 
I feel that they prefer this summary justice 
to more protracted punishments. Resent- 
ment is rare. 

When are youngsters too old to spank? 
Well, a boy of 14 or more can no longer be 
beaten in this way, I think. If properly 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 97 


“I'm his fifth attempt — who are you?” 
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The Pets Revisited 


Providing an instant reference to pleasures past and present is our idea of keeping history in its place, and what could be 
more memorable of our first annum than a pictorial roundup of centrefold's maids of honour—the PENTHOUSE PETS? 


Ever since the delightful Denise Johns adorned these 
pages, becoming our very first Pet of the Month, the search 
for suitable successors has developed into a full-time 
occupation. Special qualities, not necessarily visual, were 
immediately required to support any aspirant's claim to 
centrefold honours. By her own debut, 18-year-old Denise 
established the first minimum standards of petability to 
which all subsequent contenders, however comely, would 
have to conform. Appearance in PENTHOUSE would 
constitute a Pet's first published appearance in the nude—her 
education, background, current employment, personal habits, 
etc. must enable her to testefully and intelligently represent 
PENTHOUSE should she be called upon publicly to do so. 
In Denise's case, her own personal attributes more than 
filled the bill—an inspired and oft-published poetess from 
Camden Town, with a range of accomplishments and 
interests as compelling as her youthful curves. Miss Denise 


Johns, no mere orthodox ornament, quoted 17th-century 
verse at us, told of her fascination with spiritualism and 
admitted to private blues-singing to the accompaniment of 
her own guitar. From this distance we can see that D J, as 
her intimates know her, gave us something to live up to. 


Linda Ritchie Second in our series of lissom lasses to make 
the PENTHOUSE scene—her petential was discovered 
when we found 19-year-old Linda, late of the Outer Hebrides, 
teaching English to foreigners in Wandsworth. Language 
being no barrier, we invited Linda to sup with us and discuss 
the manifold benefits and pleasures of professional modelling. 
She promptly agreed and her PENTHOUSE plunge resulted 
in a serious demand for her services as a full-time, advertising 
and fashion mannequin. Linda's predilection for languages, 
however, is not entirely lost—much of her current work takes 
her on extended trips to Italy, France, Spain and Greece. V 
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Cathy Macdonald Our fulsome fourth in centrefold's proliferating hall of fame, 22-year-old 
Cathy left her native Glasgow to seek her fortunes in London. We discovered the Macdonald 
magic during a mock nudist scene in which she and other petables provided the background 
to a Peter Sellers filmic romp. Cathy was invited to supplement her career with the fuller 
exposure provided by PENTHOUSE, and the results immediately trebled the demand for 
her. “I'm not a serious actress,” she once avowed, “I'm just waiting for the right man to 
come along—- don't know what he looks like or who he is. But that's the only kind of career 
| could ever really put my mind to.” Р 


Bambi Lynn-Davies Venturing no further than the storm shores of our own Subscription 
Department, we discovered centrefold's third-time-lucky lady in the person of 19-year-old 
Bambi, rising from a troubled sea of index cards like a diminutive Venus from the waves. 
Bambi emerged into our hearts and cameras to become PENTHOUSE's first home-grown 
PET OF THE MONTH. A pensive and philosophical sort, she argued the case for moral 
freedom and a more practical distribution of power in the man-woman relationship. “1 will 
never think of myself as being equal to a man,” she told PENTHOUSE readers, holding that 
the emancipation of women was society's biggest boob to date. 


ззпонамяа 


Miss Amber Dean-Smith Voted PET OF THE YEAR Бу uncommonly riotous consent, 
our magnific maid of the moment has described herself as a "reconstructed beatnik—a soul 
in search of itself." Currently in hot pursuit of the Mediterranean зип by way of Majorca's 
soulful shores, Amber, fifth in our Pet Parade, made a special trip to London in order that 
we could rephotograph her for this month's anniversary dedication. Spending the whole of 
her leisure time developing a very real talent for painting, 19-year-old Amber prefers the 
“exhilarating experience” of self-fulfilment with or without the material benefits of normal 
employment. “Life down here is very simple,” she writes, "the only distractions are the 
constant sun and a warm sea—healthy and uninvolving.” 


pr > PPP 
Gerrie Adler An irrepressible whirlwind of Lolita-like proportions frames our lasting 
breathless impression of 18-year-old Gerrie. With the vexatious, child-woman features of 
a nymphet, the energy of a puppy and a flair for vivid self-expression, our sixth ascendant 
to centrefold honours made our mid-year mark a charming and unforgettable one. Gerrie's 
ambition is singularly uncomplicated— "| love acting, | want to be an actress. It’s the only 
thing in life that really matters to me.” With spirited self-confidence, Gerrie makes her first, 
important screen bid in an up-coming Anglo-American production due to roll in October. y 
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Miss Ingrid Braun Seventh in centrefold's lore of leading ladies, Viennese-born- 
and-bred Ingrid bewitched readers with her festivous Yuletide appearance. At 19, 
sloe-eyed Ingrid presents an uncommonly strong case for the Common Market 
minded. Her importation might not solve our balance of payments but it contributes 
to a more thorough understanding of continental attractions. With a string of London 
nightclub revues behind her, our pirouetting Pet is currently dancing her way 
through Manchester, Leeds, Liverpool and Belfast. She admits to an unashamed 
adoration for Britain and all things British, “especially the audiences." Her next 
stop—a solo spot with a string of continental hotels. V 


Miss Giovanna Podesta Aiding and abetting alien imports seemed to be 
becoming our Pet preoccupation when PENTHOUSE unwrapped the second of 
its continental confections in the person of 19-year-old Giovanna. Fresh from 
Italy, our plentiferous Pet became the eighth wonder of the worldy-wise followers 
of centrefold progress. Lending an amatory air to her ephemeral Chelsea-based 
stay in London. Giovanna confided that her Roman holiday in reverse was a birthday 
gift from Daddy. "| have so many friends here and people аге so kind to me—l 
would like to remain as long as possible." Her subsequent reluctance to return 
home and resume her studies was surpassed only by our own to let her go. > 
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Miss Lesley Langley The exclusive uncovering of our 
ninth and particularly newsworthy maid of honour, Lesley 
Langley, became an event of climactic proportions. It was the 
first time in Britain that a reigning Miss World, officialdom's 
most precious Pet of the Year, had been published in the nude. 
Lesley's fortunes, despite the subsequent rash of press 
commentary, continue to proliferate. Her titular obligations 
have taken her on world-wide promotional junkets, and the 
still-mounting demand for television and personal appear- 
ance tours occupies her completely. Lesley's next step: a 
whirlwind series of screen tests in Hollywood—a town that 
has seen many a nude become a star. V 
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Miss Terry Booth Digressing slightly from our never- 
before-photographed rule we lowered the barriers in favour 
of 18-year-old Terry Booth, our tenth and admirably tooth- 
some addition to centrefold fame. We were so impressed 
with multi-talented Terry that we overlooked the fact she had 
once briefly modelled in the nude before passing on to small 
film parts. Since one broken rule deserves another, we 
invited Terry to come out of attirement for one last fling at 
centrefold honours. Her appearance created an immediate 
flood of interest, landing her—among other parts—a small 
but coveted role in The Viking Queen. Appraisal of the 
beauteous Miss Booth leaves us in little doubt as to why. 
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Miss Laurie Stowe Lovely Laurie, an ample Titian-tressed 
Devonshire lass who makes a career of running her father's 
provincial shop, came to London for the very first time at our 
request. Her abundulating petential, charm and sophisticated 
personality made her a natural choice for centrefold's 
eleventh hour of year-ending honours. At 19, our pastoral 
Pet remains a devotee of sun and sea, is content to pursue a 
career of quiet domesticity in Plymouth and prefers "if | 
can help it" to forever avoid "the bustling and smoke-grey 
world of London.” Her inclusion in PENTHOUSE might not 
draw Laurie back to our urban fold, but it gives us the next 
best thing—visiting rights whenever we want them. 
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Miss Jane Beaufort Lending her shapely form to the task 
of rounding out our first year's perfect dozen, 19-year-old 
Jane became centrefold's second fully home-grown Pet in 
residence. A talented copy assistant, staffer Jane prefers the 
"excitement and immediacy” of magazine life to following 
in the ancestral footsteps of her showbiz family. “I'm the 
first in several generations," she avers, "to break with the 
family tradition, but times are changing and show business 
isn't what it used to be.” Jane's hobbies are teaching, 
riding, reading and painting on Sundays. "Dates are fun as 
long as things remain casual—like pub crawls in jeans and 
sweaters and occasional late-night flicks." > 


To be an Admiral! А fanciful 
dream for a seaman. But one 
admirable sailor achieved his 
pipe dream. He invented 
Navy Cuts. You can discover 
the stuff dreams are made of 
today in a pipeful of Player's 
Navy Cut. 
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22474 good tobacco. 

74 Navy Cut smokers 
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appreciate it. 


PLAYER'S 
NAVY CUT 
DE LUXE 


JOHM PLAYER A SONS 


PLAYER'S РАЕН 
(MEDIUM) 
NAVY CUT МАУ Сол 


SONS 


The sailor bound his tobacco leaves very tightly in a thin 
rope. Their flavours and aromas intermingled to make a 
new, deliciously cool smoke. Navy Cut de Luxe is still 
pressed in rope, and costs 7/14 an ounce. 

Player’s Medium, Tawny and Gold Leaf are made by the 
same principle and cost 7/0. Airtight tins are a penny more. 


Admiral's full dress uniform, 1795-1812. 
y , every man in the Ма 
could enjoy Navy Cuts, сет ДА of rank. МСТ 526 


a literary compendium, drawing оп the collective experience 
and imaginations of students through the ages 


approach 
aesthetic 


as recorded in the ‘Diary of the seducer' 
by Soren Kierkegaard, being a fictional account of 
the pursuit of Cordelia by Johannes 


Practically, | have reached the point where | desired nothing 
which is not, in the strictest sense, freely given. Let common 
seducers use such methods. What do they gain? He who 
does not know how to compass a girl about so that she 
loses sight of everything which he does not wish her to see, 
he who does not know how to poetize himself in a girl's 
feelings so that it is from her that everything issues as he 
wishes it, he is and remains a bungler; | do not begrudge 
him his enjoyment. | am an aesthete, an eroticist, one who 
has understood the nature and meaning of love, who believes 
in love and knows it from the around up, and only makes the 
private reservation that no love affair should last more than 
six months at the most, and that every erotic relationship 
should cease as soon as one has had the ultimate enjoyment. 
To poetize oneself into a young girl is an art, to poetize 
oneself out of her, is a masterpiece... . 

Should | not be content, | who regard myself as a favourite 
of the gods, | who had the rare good fortune to fall in love 
again? The opportunity falls to one's lot seldom enough, 
so if it does appear, then it is in truth worth seizing ; for the 
fact is enough to drive one to despair, that it requires no art 
to seduce a girl, but that one is fortunate to find one worth 
seducing. ... 

When а girl at first sight does not produce a deep enough 
impression upon one to arouse the ideal, then the reality 
is generally not particularly desirable; on the other hand, if 
she does arouse the ideal, then however experienced one 
may be, he is usually a little overwhelmed. | always advise 


anyone who is not certain of his hand, his eye, his victory’ 
to risk the attack at this first stage, just because he is so 
overwhelmed that it gives him supernatural powers; for 
this excessive emotion is a curious blending of love and 
egoism. He will, however, miss some of the enjoyment; for 
he is too much involved in. the situation to enjoy it.... 

One could think of several methods by which to surprise 
Cordelia. | might attempt to raise an erotic storm, powerful 
enough to tear up trees by the roots. By its aid | might try, 
if possible, to sweep her off her feet, snatch her out of her 
historic continuity; attempt, in this agitation, by stealthy 
advances to arouse her passion. It is not inconceivable that 
| could do this. A man could make a girl with her passion do 
anything he wished. However, that would be all wrong from 
the aesthetic standpoint. .. . 

It is true that in my time | have made many declarations of 
love, and yet all my experience does not help me in the least 
here; for this declaration must be made in a very peculiar. 
manner. What | must principally impress upon my mind 15 
that the whole affair is only a fictitious move. | have held 
several rehearsals in order to discover which one would be 
the best approach. To make the moment erotic would be 
hazardous, since И would really anticipate that which will 
come later and unfold itself gradually. To make it very serious 
is dangerous; such a moment has great significance for a 
young girl, so that her soul can become as fixed in it as a 
dying man's in his last will. И it were with me as the people 
in general on such occasions so that the chief thing 15 to 
elicit a little yes, then it would be as easy as falling off alog.... 

Love has many positions. Cordelia makes good progress; 
She is sitting on my knee; her arm, soft and warm, encircles 
my neck; she rests upon my breast, light, without bodily 
weight; her soft form hardly touches me; like a flower her 
graceful figure twines about me, freely as a ribbon. Her eyes 
are hidden behind her lashes, her bosom is of a dazzling 
whiteness like snow, so smooth that my eye cannot rest 
upon it, would glance off, if her bosom did not move. What 
does this agitation mean? Is it love? Perhaps. It may be its 
anticipation, its dream. It still lacks energy. She embraces 
me elaborately, as the cloud the glorified, casually as. a 
breeze, softly as one caresses a flower; she kisses me as 
dispassionately as heaven kisses the sea, softly and quietly 
as the dew kisses a flower, solemnly as the sea kisses the 
image of the moon. 

So far | should call her passion a naive passion. When the 
change comes, and | begin to draw back in earnest, then she 
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will really muster all her resources in order to captivate me. 
She has no way to accomplish this except by means of the 
erotic, but this will now appear on a very different scale. It 
then becomes the weapon in her hand which she swings 
against me. Then | have the reflected passion. 


approach 
underhand 


PA 


as outlined in his report of the celebrated 
affair of Heloise & Abelard by the schemer 
himself, Peter Abelard 


Now there dwelt in Paris a certain young girl named Héloise. 
Her uncle's love for her was equalled only by his desire that 
she should have the best education he could possibly 
procure for her. Of no mean beauty, she stood out above all 
by reason of her abundant knowledge of letters. It was this 
young girl whom | determined to unite with myself in the 
bonds of love, and indeed the thing seemed to me very 
easy to be done. So distinguished was my name, and | 
possessed such advantages of youth and comeliness, that 
no matter what woman | might favour with my love, | 
dreaded rejection of none. 

Thus, utterly aflame with my passion for this maiden, | per- 
suaded the girl's uncle, with the aid of some of his friends, 
to take me into his household in return for the payment of a 
small sum. Now, he was a man keen in avarice, and likewise 
he was most desirous for his niece that her study of letters 
should ever go forward, so | easily won his consent. 

When he had thus given her into my charge, not alone to 
be taught but even to be disciplined, what had he done 
save to give free scope to my desires, and to offer me every 
opportunity to bend her to my will with threats and blows 
if | failed to do so with caresses? There were, however, two 
things which particularly served to allay any foul suspicion: 
his own love for his niece, and my former reputation for 
continence, 

Why should | say more? We were united first in the 
dwelling that sheltered our love, and then in the hearts that 
burned with it. Under the pretext of study we spent our hours 
in the happiness of love, and learning held out to us the secret 
opportunities that our passion craved. Our speech was more 
of love than of the books which lay open before us; our 
kisses far outnumbered our reasoned words. Our hands 
sought less the book than each other’s bosoms; love drew 
our eyes together far more than the lesson drew them to the 
pages of our text. In order that there might be no suspicion, 
there were, indeed, sometimes blows, but love gave them, 
not anger; they were the marks, not of wrath, but of a 
tenderness surpassing the most fragrant balm in sweetness. 
What followed? No degree in love's progress was left 
untried by our passion, and if love itself could imagine any 
wonder as yet unknown, we discovered it. And our inexperi- 
ence of such delights made us all the more ardent in our 
pursuit of them, so that our thirst for one another was still 
unquenched. 
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approach 
cynical 


SS E 2 
as noted by the Abbe de Brantome, with due credit 
to Boccaccio, in the course of his 


studies of ladies and love 


Now, if we take Boccaccio's arguments and examine them, 
comb them through a little and discuss them (basing our- 
selves on statements | have known estimable nobles and 
ladies to have made on the subject, after considerable 
experience), / hold that one should be in no doubt but that 
anybody who wants to obtain quick enjoyment of love 
should turn to married women unless they wish to give 
themselves a lot of trouble апа изе up a lot of time, the more 
so since, as Boccaccio observes, the more one pokes a fire 
the hotter it gets. | knew a lady of good family and of good 
blood, who once remarked to her love (who told it to me) 
that all her life she had never been as keen on the act as 
people might say (and God knows they said enough) and 
that often enough she could easily have done without it, 
had it not been that her husband stirred her up so with all 
his fidgetting with the fire, without being equal to quenching 
the flames, that she simply nad to run to her lover for aid. 


approach 


statistical 


as classified for oriental philanderers 
by the sage Kalayana Mall in the 
ageless 'Hindu art of love' 


The following is a list of the women who can most easily 
be subdued. First, a woman whose deportment shows signs 
of immodesty. Second, a widow. Third, a woman: who is 
highly accomplished in singing, in playing musical instru- 
ments, and in similar pleasant arts. Fourth, a woman who is 
fond of conversation. Fifth, a woman steeped in poverty. 
Sixth, the wife of an imbecile or an impotent person. Seventh, 
the wife of a fat and tunbellied man. Eighth, the wife of a 
cruel and wicked man. Ninth, the wife of one who is shorter 
than herself. Tenth, the wife of an old man. Eleventh, the 
wife of a very ugly man. Twelfth, a woman accustomed to 
stand in the doorway and stare at passers-by. Thirteenth, 
women of variable disposition. Fourteenth, the barren 
woman, especially if she and her husband desire the blessing 
of issue. Fifteenth, the woman who brags and boasts. 
Sixteenth, the woman who has long been separated from her 
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husband and deprived of her natural refreshment. Seven- 


teenth, the woman who has never learnt the real delight of 
carnal congress; and, eighteenth, the woman whose mind 
remains girlish... . 

On the other hand, the following women are hard to be 
subdued : First, the wife who is full of love for her husband. 
Second, the woman whose cold desires and contempt for 
congress keep her chaste. Third, the woman who is envious 
of another's prosperity and success. Fourth, the mother of 
many children. Fifth, a dutiful daughter or daughter-in-law. 
Sixth, a courteous and respectful woman. Seventh, a woman 
who fears and stands in awe of her parents and those of 
her husband. Eighth, a wealthy woman, who ever suspects 
and often wrongly, that we love her money better than 
herself. Ninth, a woman who is shy, bashful, and retiring 
in the presence of strangers. Tenth, an avaricious and covet- 
ous woman. Eleventh, a woman who has no avarice or 
covetousness. Such women are not easily secured, nor is it 
worth our while to waste our hours in pursuing them. 


approach 


cold-blooded 


as certified by the author of the 
best-selling 'Sex & the single man', 
sexologist Albert Ellis, Ph.D. 


The essence of the art of seduction consists of cónvincing 
ycurself that the dictionary definition is basically wrong. 
Webster's New World Dictionary defines the word seduce 
as: "to persuade to engage in unlawful sexual intercourse, 
especially for the first time; induce to give up chastity”. This 
mistakenly states and implies that there is something unlawful 
or wicked about intercourse and the surrender of chastity. 

Clearly, there is nothing evil about mutually entered 
into and co-operatively carried out heterosexual relations. 
You or your girl-friend can certainly make mistakes sexually : 
can, for example, have intercourse with a person whom you 
don't even love, and thereby relatively waste your time ; or can 
be careless and have sex relations leading to unwanted 
pregnancy ; or can enter into an adulterous relationship that 
has most inconvenient complications. But such sexual mis- 
takes are precisely and only that: mistakes. 

To be sane and objective about sex, therefore, you must 
view sexual acts in exactly the same light as you would view 
non-sexual interpersonal affairs. You must not blame a girl 
for being sexually experienced or fickle any more than you 
would blame her for being experienced in business or being an 
unreliable employee. Preferably, never blame her at all. 

The second desirable attitude is that of respecting your 
girl-friends as persons rather than just as bodies. Not that 
there is anything wrong with frankly admiring the female form. 
But few women, and particularly few intelligent women, in 
our society like to be seen on/y or mainly as flesh-pots. They 
also want to be accepted for what they consider to. be 
themselves : for their interests, their attitudes, their conversa- 


tion, their companionship, their lovingness, etc. 

The way to the female form, therefore, is generally to please 
the 9//, rather than merely arouse her physically. And, very 
often, you must get her to like you, and not merely to dote an 
your looks or appreciate your sex technique. 

The rest of the art of seduction, from a verbal standpoint, is 
largely the art of conversation and friendship. Hundreds of 
books have been written about this. Some of the main points 
to keep in mind: 

1. Don't be over-eager to impress a girl too quickly. She's 
generally not so stupid as you may think, and may easily see 
through you. 

2. Learn to listen carefully to what she says and to use the 
information she gives you as leads to further conversation. 
Show her, by your manner and your talk, that you are particu- 
larly interested in her. Be prepared, tactfully but incisively, to 
ask her about her family, friends, work, schooling, hobbies, 
politico-economic views, and other aspects of her life. Few 
girls feel bored when you are getting them to talk about 
themselves and are sympathetically intent on their problems. 

3. Find out as much as you can about the girl's previous 
love and sex life. You can, with freedom, generally ask her 
about her previous amative or marital involvements; and 
through asking about them can get some good hints as to her 
previous sex activities. You can also usually ask her about her 
sex attitudes: about how she fee/s about non-marital sex . 
relations, birth control, adultery, and other aspects of sex 
behaviour. The more information you can get in this connec- 
tion, the better equipped you will usually be to time your 
sexual approaches to her. 

4. Don't talk about things you don't know about. Gather 
as good a fund of knowledge as you can about various things 
—through reading, attending lectures, conversing with people, 


'etc.—and tell her the more interesting items that you discover. 


But the more you can draw her out, the less you'll have to 
entertain or amuse her. 

5. „Don't hesitate to confide some of your own problems 
to her, as long as you do not go on too lengthily and boringly 
about them. Confidence begets confidence; and if you are 
honest about some of the things that have bothered you, she 
will usually reciprocate. Don't falsely try to indicate that you 
have mastered everything in life and have no anxieties or 
difficulties. 

6. Speak up! Always remember that the particular girl 
whose favours you are trying to gain is, no matter how desir- 
able she may be, only оле girl out of many many possibilities ; 
and that it is most unlikely that you will never meet an equally 
desirable girl for the rest of your days. This means that though 
it may be regrettable or saddening to lose her, it will not be 
catastrophic. If you fail, you fail. But at least you can speak 
up and give your whirl with her an honest try ! 

Assuming that you are getting along fairly well verbally 
with a girl, how and when should you start to approach her 
physically ? You should usually begin, quite early in the dating 
relationship, to make some kind of physical advance. Hold 
her arm when walking on the street. Take her hand when you 
are in the movies. Put your arm around her when you are 
sitting together on a sofa. Try to kiss her good night when 
you leave. In any (or all) of these and other little ways, 
sound her out physically, to see how she responds. 

Don't, incidentally, ask a girl whether you can make any 
light physical contact with her, since she will often, for the 
sake or propriety or for some other reason, feel forced to say 
no when, if not specifically asked, she would not have pushed 
you away. Never say , May | kiss you good night?” Kiss her! 
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Don't ask: "'Is it all right if | take your arm ?" Take it! 

With any particular girl, perhaps no technique, no matter 
how beautifully devised or well executed, may succeed. But 
with girls in general, the more you try the more you are 
likely to achieve at least partial success. 


approach 


_ determined 


as set to verse by the immortal Ovid, primarily 
for the benefit of the ancients—though not 
without relevance for moderns 


Before your youth with marriage is oppress'd, 
Make choice of one who suits your humour best : 
And such a damsel drops not from the sky ; 

She must be sought for with a curious eye... 


First then believe, all women may be won; 
Attempt with confidence, the work is done. 
The grasshopper shall first forbear to sing 

In summer season, or the birds in spring, 

Than women can resist your flattering skill : 
Ev'n she will yield, who swears she never will, 
To secret pleasure both the sexes move; 

But women most, who most dissemble love. 
"Twere best for us, if they would first declare, 
Avow their passion, and submit to prayer. 

The cow, by lowing, tells the bull her flame; 
The neighing mare invites her stallion to the game. 
Man is more temp'rate in his lust than they, 
And, more than women, can his passion sway... 
Kiss, if you can: resistance if she make, 

And will not give you kisses, let her take. 

Fie, fie, you naughty man, are wotds of course; 
She struggles, but to be subdued by force. 

Kiss only soft, | charge you, and beware, 

With your hard bristles not to brush the fair. 

He who has gain'd a kiss, and gains no more, 
Deserves to lose the bliss he got before. 

If once she kiss, her meaning is express'd ; 
There wants but little pushing for the rest : 
Which if thou dost not gain, by strength or art, 
The name of clown then suits with thy desert. 


The myth of seduction (well, it takes two, doesn't it?) 
a historical survey by Leslie A. Fiedler 


Whatever role seduction has played in life, it has played an 
overwhelmingly important one in books. Literary works, not 
merely record scenes of seduction but help to create the 
Myth of Seduction; a particular view of the relation of the 
sexes, invented in late Antiquity, temporarily destroyed by 
the initial onslaught of Christianity, then revived for courtly 
circles in 11th-century Provence, and, at last, "democra- 
tized,” i.e., made available for the first time to everyone, in 
18th-century England. If we accept the notion that seduction 
is felt, mythologically at least, to be a species of warfare, we 
must be further aware that it is conceived as ideological 
warfare: a conflict between two sides, each eternally com- 
mitted to a value system unalterably opposed to that of the 
other. What are, then, the opposing ideologies ? 


In Ovid, for instance, and Richardson—and, for that matter, 
in Goethe, the Marquis de Sade and Flaubert, as well as 
Hawthorne, Harriet Beecher Stowe, and Herman Wouk—the 
assumption is that men, essentially and by definition, are 
eager for the pleasures of sex, while women are, in the same 
sense, reluctant to sample those pleasures, if not convinced 
that they are in fact a degradation. Where one assumes 
passionate impulses in both sexes, no myth of seduction is 
possible; and seduction, it seems to me, unlike rape or 
courtship leading to consent, exists only in a mythical rather 
than a social or legal realm. It has proved impossible, indeed, 
for the courts, which can manage a definition of “rape” and 
“consent”, to find a workable one for “seduction.” 


Not only is it necessary to the Myth of Seduction that men 
and women be thought of as ideologically at.odds, but also 
that they be thought of as having equal rights at least to their 
Qwn persons. Where men are considered to have absolute 
authority over the bodies of all or some women, the notion of 
seduction is absolutely unviable. In chivalric times, for in- 
stance, it was accepted that a knight had the right to solace 
and refresh himself with any female of the lower classes who 
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attracted his attention on his way to nobler goals, pursued 
in the name of nobler women. Between a mounted nobleman 
and a peasant girl, therefore, seduction was as inconceivable 
as between, say, the monarch and any court lady he desired 
in the time of.Louis XIV, or between a slave owner and a 
female slave in the ante-bellum South, or between a husband 
and wife to this very moment. 

To make the myth work, the possibility of “unfair advan- 
tage" must somehow be present, and this cannot happen 
until the two sexes are оп their way toward equality. This is 
why the democratic movement in general and feminism in 
particular produce as a by-product in transit toward their 
ultimate ends the seduction mythos in its classic middle-class 
form. When women are regarded as equal in rights but not 
in strength, then Don Juan comes into his own. 

Only when the last social distinctions have outworn their 
mythical usefulness does the underlying image of the Woman 
as Child stand out clear. Only then is the plea heard in pristine 
form (as in Herman Wouk's Marjorie Morningstar, for 
example): “We child-women won't be talked into sur- 
rendering our virginity by you book-reading, fully adult 
males ! The cult of female chastity is revealed as based on a 
cult of childhood, a resolve on the part of women to remain 
as children—at least from the waist down. All along, however, 
the ideal seducee has been portrayed as the sort of week- 
minded, piously infantile village maiden best exemplified in 
the Gretchen of Goethe's Faust. And it is on this figure that 
we take our revenges in a time of disillusionment, rejoicing 
at the travesty of the girl-woman in Nabakov's Lolita, 
laughing blasphemously as Gretchen-Lolita seduces Don 
Juan-Humbert, and a religion dies along with the myths 
which sustained it. 


CREDITS: 'The approach statistical' extract is from Ananga-Ranga, and 'The approach 
cold-blooded' is from Sex & the single man. For details of both books see Penthousa 
Book Society announcement on page 94. ‘The approach cynical’ is from Lives of gallant 
ladies (Elek Books, 25s). The remaining extracts are from A /iterary guide to seduction 
(Elek Books, 425). 


I CLIMBED | 
THE HIGHEST 
MOUNTAIN 


ILLUSTRATION/ASTROP/HILL 


со 
о 


An American humorist chases the cult of the alpinist right up the mountainside 
and pushes it clean off the фор... by Rory Harrity 


Ч В. GONER, HOW OLD WERE YOU WHEN 
you started climbing mountains ?” 

If I have been asked that question once 
Гуе been asked it a thousand times—by 
newspaper reporters, by “fans”, and by 
fellow mountaineers. I have never been able 
to answer precisely. Impenetrable fog banks 
have settled over my early childhood, and I, 
like the reader, must content myself with an 
educated guess, based on an excerpt from 
Mrs. Goner's (my Mom's) personal diary. 
It goes in part: 

“Babykins is an active baby, always on the 

go. He's a late walker but he sure is an early 

climber. On all fours, that kid can go up 
anything.” 

There we have it. How late is a “late” 
walker? How early is an “early” climber? 
We shall never know for sure, because some 
years ago Mom roped up with the Big 
Mountaineer, knocked out her last piton on 
This Earth, and peacefully traversed into 
Eternity. 

Let's put it this way: The first thing I 
remember in life is the watertower at 
Runkley Junction, Missouri (my home town). 
Т remember being on top of it. And Г re- 
member not being on top of it for long. I'd 
no sooner scratched my initials on the dome 
when, by means of a telescoping ladder, a 
member of the Runkley Junction Fire De- 
partment gained the base of the summit and 
scrambled towards me. Unfortunately, my 
“гезсиег” had no head for heights. He 
fainted. Slowly he began to slide off the 
dome. I managed to belay him at the edge, 
and in what amounted, ironically enough, to 
a fireman's lift, I transported the plucky but 
acrophobic firefighter back down to terra 
firma. 

I was eight years old. 

This was not to be my last encounter with 
bungling do-gooders or fame-hungry “rescue 
squads", nor was it to be, I need hardly state, 
my last ascent. In the years that followed I 
climbed everything around Runkley Junction 
that I could lay my hands on—smokestacks, 
trees, cliffs, buildings, flagpoles. As long as 
it was upright it was all right with me. 

By the time I was 14, only one type of 
climb was able to slow my progress from 
that of a brisk, upward walk: this was the 
ascent of a sheer stone face, with no hand or 
foot holds whatsoever. Naturally, by means 
of rope, axe, and pitons, I could do it. At 15, 
I became the first (and last) person ever to 
scale the North Wall of the Runkley Junction 
Courthouse, by cutting steps and banging in 
pitons all the way. It was my first major 
ascent, but instead of throwing roses at me, 
Runkley Junction's civic nitpickers threw the 
book. They said I'd defaced the North Face. 
They voted unanimously to sandblast the 


whole building. They also voted unanimously 
that I should foot the bill. 

In consequence, I didn't climb anything 
for the next two years except stairs. Specifi- 
cally, I climbed the stairs which ran from 
the basement of Roamer's Runkley Grocery 
to its main floor—I was under court order to 
work there each day after school until the 
sandblasting operation had been paid off. 

Those were the bad years . . . up with the 
onions, down with the deposit bottles . . . up 
with the sugar sacks, down with the cans . . . 
“Hey, Goner! Get off your backside down 
there and haul me up some more of them 
oranges!" . . . The adenoidal twang of Old 
Man Roamer's voice is something I shall 
never forget. In the basement, I had managed 
to make a kind of pallet out of old flour bags. 
I would lie on it, a can of Old Man Roamer's 
beer in hand (I have always enjoyed a nip as 
much as the next fellow) and watch the 
ceiling, braced against the hated voice from 
upstairs which, every five minutes or so, 
would bend my young back double under a 
stinking crate of edibles. 

One day, watching the ceiling, I saw a fly. 
I had nothing better to do, and so I con- 
tinued to watch the little fellow. He walked 
around, as nimble as you please, paying not 
the least attention, it seemed, to the fact 
that he was hanging upside down. How did 
the fly do it? I got up from the flour bag, 
intending to examine this tiny master 
climber more closely when, from above, 
wretched Roamer bellowed for a gross of 
cantelopes. I was startled—the fly, terrified. 
He vanished in a buzz. 

Next afternoon I was back, and so was the 
fly. We were both back, with one big dif- 
ference—I had a magnifying glass. Provi- 
dence was kind that day, in that business was 
extremely bad for Old Man Roamer. 
Through the magnifying glass I was able to 
observe my sure-footed companion for hours 
on end. His feet (all six of them) resembled 
nothing so much as miniature suction cups. 

Extraordinary. I asked the question I was 
destined to repeat to myself ad infinitum: 
“If the fly can, why can't I?" Incredible to 
think that in the vegetabled prison of Old 
Man Roamer's basement a new concept of 
mountain-climbing was beginning to take 
shape! 

If anyone had seen me that morning in 
1962, as I walked across the daisy-dappled 
fields of the Western Ozarks towards the base 
of Grandma's Tooth, they would have 
laughed and eventually gone to the police. 
Someone did see me, in fact—an Ozark 
farmer who immediately burst into gales of 
laughter. Later I discovered that he went to 
the police. Who could blame the rustic? He 


had looked up from his labours and beheld a 
fellow human, dressed from head to foot in 
a patchwork suit of red innertube rubber, 
with the business ends of Plumber's Friends 
securely fastened to both hands and feet. 

Bruce, it is said, learnt from the spider. 
Well, I'd learnt from the fly; suction was the 
ticket. I continued over the field, hearing 
only the steady whoosh-pock! whoosh-pock! 
of my foot-suckers gripping and releasing on 
the ground. At length I reached the base of 
Grandma's Tooth. 

A deceptively homy name for such a 
treacherous mountain! Grandma's Tooth 
rises straight up for 400 feet, a concave, 
waterfall-ridden mass of rotting limestone. 
Strong men, looking up, have been known to 
burst into tears at its base. Not even lovers 
will leap from it. For my part, I made one 
last check of my suckers and kept on 
walking—straight up. I gained the summit 
in 50 minutes flat, had a sandwich and a 
snooze on top and walked back down. 

А contingent of the Highway Patrol was 
waiting for me, summoned by the edgy 
farmer. These officers had nothing to do save 
tender their wonderstruck congratulations to 
the first man ever to scale the North Face of 
Grandma's Tooth, and I was driven back to 
Runkley Junction with sirens wailing, not, 
this time, in ignominy, but in glory. 

I was 17 years old. 

Suckers had done the trick on a steep, 
but admittedly short climb. Would they 
work as well on the longer ones? There was 
only one way to find out: I waived college 
and headed for the heights. 

In the year that followed, I ascended 
Pike's Peak, Mt. Rainer, 376 silos, the 
Hoover Dam, assorted Titons, and sucked 
up Blowing Rock in a breeze. By April 1963 
I was ready to tackle the greatest faces in 
the United States. Equipped with bigger and 
better suckers I went to Mount Rushmore. 
There I climbed Abraham Lincoln's Face, 
Theodore Roosevelt's Face, and the Face of 
Thomas Jefferson. (А word of warning to 
the tyro: Lincoln is tricky. I almost came a 
cropper in his beard. Profiting by this alarm 
I added suckers to each knee, and by means 
of an adjustable hard-rubber bandeau 
secured a smaller one at the exact centre of 
my forehead. In place it resembled a miner's 
lamp.) 

Now I was ready for a really big “first” 
and, civic officials being what they are, I 
decided to make the entire climb under 
cover of darkness. I wasn't kidding this 
time—no more of your Mid-West grain 
towers or Blackstone Hotels, thank you very 
much. My eyes were roving east: I had 
decided to climb the Washington Monument. 

CONTINUED OVERLEAF 
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At 10 p.m. I started up its North Wall, 
which, owing to the curiously symmetrical 
configuration of this peak, is identical to 
the South, East and West Walls. By eleven I 
was over half way up. 

Then, disaster struck. .. 

My forehead sucker whooshed but it 
didn't pock. I was stuck—literally stuck to 
the wall. Desperately, 1 attempted to wrench 
my head free. I thought of unbuckling my 
head-sucker and proceeding without it, but 
freeing my fingers for this job would involve 
removing one, perhaps both hand-suckers— 
which was downright foolhardy. 1 glanced 
at the panoramic glitter of the nation's 
capital far below те... no, I would have to 
wait . . . wait, hope, and try, if possible, to 
get some rest. 

Such are the nerves of the seasoned 
mountaineer that I immediately fell into a 
deep sleep. At 7 a.m. a veritable thunderclap 
of a pock! ended my repose. My head lolled 
backwards. I was free! And there, not more 
than 200 feet above me was the summit, 
glistening in the morning sunshine! 

My next move will doubtless surprise the 
reader. Fumbling one sucker into a special 
pocket on my rubber suit, I got out the 
necessary articles and / brushed my teeth. 
For the layman, I can only explain this 
seemingly extraordinary behaviour by point- 
ing out that all great mountain-climbers 
are known to indulge in these little “quirks”. 
For example, even in the most hazardous 
circumstances—2,000 feet up, say, on a 
sheer cliff—Sir Edwin Bore would invariably 
change for dinner. The great French Alpinist, 
Gaston Fallé-Leveés, had a famous “quirk”. 
Above 25,000 feet, he would nightly essay 
the mandolin, much to the dismay of his 
already jangled comrades. / brush my teeth. 

Choppers dispatched, I continued up, 
reaching the singularly pointed summit in 
under 15 minutes. I felt exhilaration, but I 
also felt the need to get down pronto 
because, thanks to my overly zealous fore- 
head-sucker, I was now forced to climb 
in broad daylight, fully exposed. There are 
four little windows just below the top of the 
Washington Monument. Perhaps some of 
you have noticed them in photographs or on 
postcards sent by a friend. As I passed the 
little window on the West Face (I'd decided, 
for the sake of experience, to take a different 
route of descent) an arm reached out and 
grabbed my leg. It was a long arm, sheathed 
in an ominous blue. It was the Long Arm of 
the Law. 

Of the following two months I shall say 
nothing, except to mention that I spent them 
in jail. But instead of breaking my spirit, 
those 60 unspeakable days served only to 
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strengthen it. Three days after my release I 
was half-way up the North Face of the 
Empire State Building and climbing like 
mad. Enthusiasm, however, can take a man 
just so far. A hundred feet from the summit 
I was trapped—trapped in a net which the 
New York City Suicide Prevention Squad 
had strung (in dramatic reversal of the norm) 
above me. 

Of the following six months I shall say 
nothing, except to confirm what the clever 
reader has already guessed—I spent them 
in jail. I shall restrain myself from a nuts-and- 
bolts denunciation of penal conditions in 


The author wishes to make it clear 
that any reader attempting to scale 
the peaks by copying the Goner 
Method risks not being around to 
read the next article by Rory Harrity 


New York State, and only mention in passing 
that the Jug in Washington was a regular 
Conrad Hilton by comparison. 

One day in the prison library, I happened 
on the periodical that was destined to change 
my life. It was an English mountaineering 
magazine, entitled, with typical understate- 
ment, Up. Glumly I thumbed its pages. All 
over the world, free men were climbing . . . 
then I saw Up's editorial for the month, 
entitled, “УапКее, Go Down." I read: “И 
has recently come to Up's attention that an 
American has made some “climbs' in his own 


country by the use of round red objects. 


normally reserved for the unplugging of 
drains...” 

Heavens, they were talking about me! I 
read on: 

“Upishappy toreport that this exhibitionist 
trifler is af present right where he belongs—in 
prison. When he is released, let us hope that 
he confines his antics to a circus and leaves 
the mountains for men. Imagine this clown 
sucking up the North Face of the Furdievo- 
glenhorn! Though it is unlikely that this 
colonial has even heard of that soaring and 
unconquered Alpine monster.” 

I was hopping dirty-word mad. The prison 
librarian told me to watch my tongue. My 
answer was the copy of Up, fast-bowled at 
his midriff. Later (in solitary) I calmed down 
and considered the slight I had suffered. To 
suggest I hadn’t heard of the Furdievoglen- 
horn (literally “the Birds’ Mountain") was 
like saying Orville Wright had never heard of 
Wilbur. I had in fact determined on its 
ascent as long ago as the age of seven. Now 
Up’s venomous comments decided me. I 


would show them ... ! I struck my fist into 
the palm of my hand . . . that did it! Next 
stop: the pride of the Bernese Oberland 
section of Switzerland, the Furdievoglenhorn! 

It was raining the day they released me 
from prison, just like in the movies. I had not 
got 100 yards from the Main Gate, before 
the traditionally ill-fitting prison-issue blue 
serge suit had been reduced to a dripping 
swaddle, and the 10-dollar bill in my 
pocket was fast becoming pulp. I carried 
a large sack which contained suckers, 
various hard-rubber bandeaus and my 
rubber climbing suit. These items seemed to 
catch, rather than repel the rain. 

After a few more steps, the weight of the 
sack was unbearable. I sat it down in the 
road and experienced a moment of something 
rare for me—despondency. What was I 
doing with my life? Where was I headed? 
What was it all leading up to? 

Imagine my surprise when а black 
limousine, complete with chauffeur, came to a 
stop beside me and one of its rear windows 
slithered down. “Hello,” said a man’s voice 
from the back. It was a cultured voice. I 
peered beyond the window. Inside, was one 
of your grey-flanneled, gentlemen types, 
possibly in his late forties. He smiled. “Мг. 
Goner, I presume?” He said. I was curious, 
but in no mood to stand there in the rain, 
swapping rhetoricals, so I let him have one 
of my witty broadsides: “Who аге you?" 
I said, “Stanley ?” 

“Аза matter of fact,” said the man in the 
back, “I am. Гт Hancock Stanley of the 
Stanley Rubber Company. Allow me to give 
you my card.” He handed a small white 
rectangle through the window and I looked 
at it. “Don't worry about getting it wet,” 
said the man, “it's rubber.” A rubber 
calling card! I squeezed the springy object 
between my fingers. Stanley was Stanley all 
right . . . the natty stranger was on the level. 

I accepted his invitation of a lift to New 
York City and, on professional advice, I 
shall skip over the next few months as being 
too technical, by and large, for the lay reader. 
Suffice it to say that at precisely 10 p.m. on 
the first day of June, 1966 (a scant four 
months ago), I was standing on the wall of 
my suite in the Grossenhof Hotel, Grossen- 
hof, Switzerland, and looking down at my 
bed. On it I'd laid out the equipment for the 
“Climb of Climbs.” Out of my hotel window 
the awesome, two-mile-high Furdievoglen- 
horn loomed, a darkness within a darkness, 
and next morning before daybreak I was 
planning to begin its ascent. 

Visually I checked off each item—this time 
there could be no mistakes. The inventory 
was as follows: 


12 red rubber body suckers 
4, » head suckers 
6 hard rubber bandeaus 
2 red rubber suits 
1 can rubber cement 
1 can rubber cement solvent 
2 hard rubber-ribbed red rubber 
umbrellas 
1 red rubber knapsack 
10 steak pills 
100 brandy pills 
3 water pills 
1 red rubber hat 
3 enormous red rubber bands 
7 rubber American flags 
Id no sooner finished my check when а 
young night maid opened the door and 
walked smartly into my suite, intending, I 
suppose, to turn down the bed. She saw me 
on the wall, gasped, and walked out even 
more smartly. I scrambled down and rapidly 
packed my things. The privacy-flouting 
domestic could easily spell disaster. Up's 
insinuations had carried weight in Switzer- 
land, so much weight that the Swiss Govern- 
ment, in an open letter, had forbade me to 
climb anything in their country. Fortunately, 
I had got past Swiss Customs on assumptions 
(name, passport, air, etc.,) but now a Nosey 
Parker was іп the act . . . she would know, 
and she would tell. 

Hurrying like mad I glued my (now) 
bulging knapsack on to my back, ran out 
my bedroom window and down the hotel. 
I crossed the intervening Alpine meadow at 
an easy jog, and by midnight I was 70 feet 
up the North Face of the Furdievoglenhorn. 
Here I stopped, as hundreds of climbers had 
done before me, because Г stood at the 
bottom of the famous “Impossible Fissure.” 
I stood at the place beyond which no climber 
had ever managed to go. Why? A glance at 
my rough hand-diagram of the mountain 
will illustrate several points. 

The problem which had long confounded 
climbers was, obviously: how do you get 
from point A to point B? There is over 
80 feet of thin air in between them. Here's 
how Т handled the Impossible Fissure. 1 
removed one of my huge red rubber bands 
from my Кпарзаск and by means of rubber 
cement, glued one end to the rock at point A. 
I glued the other end to my chest. I allowed 
Ше glue to set. Then J sucked back down to 
point C, or the base of the mountain. The 
rubber band, some eight inches across in 
repose, was now stretched to no more than a 
pencil's width. Carefully, I began unpopping 
my suckers . . . now, my right hand-sucker 
was the only one holding me down. I am here 
to tell you that the strain on that last sucker 
was fantastic. At last, all was ready. With a 
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downward wrench of my right wrist, I 


disengaged the sucker. 

In the hush of the Alpine night, a great 
zoinng! reverberated . . . 

Seconds later, I found myself safely and 
successfully suckered at point B, with no 
more than a case of wildly popping ears on 
the minus side of the ledger. (I have since 
named this method of vertical thin-air 
ascent The Goner Lift. I hope it sticks.) 

I renamed the Impossible Fissure “Goner's 
Breakthrough," (see diagram), glued a 
rubber American flag to point B, and 
saluted. I experienced a moment of reveren- 
tial triumph which only those who have 
accomplished great feats on dangerous 
mountains can know. А celebration was 
definitely called for, but delay was not—I 
took four brandy pills and kept on going. 

Noon found me rounding the curious 
formation on the North Face, shown in the 
diagram as point D. I named it “Goner's 
Corner," stuck on another rubber American 
flag, saluted, ate some steak pills and 
pushed on. Soon, avalanches, rock falls and 
water were coming down all around me—the 
terrible “mountain artillery” of the North 
Face of the Furdievoglenhorn. I was, 
however, prepared for this. I put on my red 
rubber climbing hat, opened one of my 
rubber umbrellas, and, by means of a hard- 
rubber bandeau, affixed the umbrella to the 
back of my neck, angling it properly over the 
upper part of my body in the manner of the 
beach variety. Rocks bounced off, snow slid 
off and water dripped off. No problem there! 
I kept going. 

By dusk Fd reached point E on the 
diagram, and decided it was as good a place 
as any to spend the night. I glued myself into 
inverted, U-like rock formation in a prone 
position. Even with everything going per- 
fectly it had been a hard day's climb. It 
felt good to stretch out . . . everywhere I 
looked, Alpinrose glowed on the peaks of 
neighbouring Alps. It was indescribably 
beautiful. With the sense of a job being well 


done, i stuck a rubber (Neva-Smoke) 
dummy cigarette in my mouth and broke 
out the brandy pills. 

Next morning 1 negotiated the strange, 
nose-like formation (shown as point F on the 
diagram) with little difficulty and named it, 
in passing, “Сопег8 Overhang." Con- 
sidering, however, the number of brandy 
pills Pd taken the night before, Goner's 
Hangover would have said it better. I didn't 
glue a rubber American flag in place or 
salute, and I didn't even brush my teeth— 
that's how bad I felt. 

After this the walk to the summit was 
duck soup, and I named it that (area G on 
diagram). I reached the summit at exactly 
11.31 a.m. on the third of June, renamed the 
mountain the Runkleygonerhorn, glued an 
American flag in place, and saluted. 

But my success, great though it was, was 
somewhat beside the point because my head 
was really killing me. I sat down on the 
bizarrely sharp summit and broke out the 
brandy pills, and this time I broke them out 
good. Of the six or so hours that followed, 
precise recollection falters. Let us face it— 
nobody can take more than 50 brandy pills, 
each following hard on the other, and 
remember much. I do remember looking up 
and seeing a helicopter... 

Of these last three months I shall say 
nothing, save confirm what the astute reader 
will have gathered for himself—I have 
spent them in a Swiss jail. As I write, I am 
still a resident, and I use the word “resident” 
advisedly, since the Swiss are charging me a 
daily Resident Tax. But it is an excellent jail, 
as jails go, remarkably clean, and I'm not as 
unhappy as I might be. After all, I've climbed 
the North Face of the Furdievoglenhorn 
(Runkleygonerhorn) and nobody else has. 
I've proved once and for all, the value of 
rubber and suction in mountain-climbing. 

What of the future? Well may you ask! 
First, bail is being arranged. ГП be out in no 
time. Second . . . well, second, I've got to be 
pretty tight-lipped at this point. ГИ just say 
that the Himalayas are certainly not out of 
the picture. How could they be? How could 
they be for such as I, whose love of mountains 
and mountain-climbing transcends the spiri- 
tual and is unquenchable. “Ор there," all 
alone, a certain oneness with Creation, yes, 
with the Creator Himself possesses me 
utterly; indeed I feel sometimes as if I were 
a god myself. Sensations such as these are 
truly priceless. They reduce personal glory 
or monetary gain to something less than a 
mere bagatelle. And so if you were to ask me 
why I climb I would have to answer simply: 
“Because I am me.” 


Copyright1966, Stanley Rubber Corpn. 
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83 МОЯТ GERBERG 


Proving that if you visit a historic 
country with preconceptions, 
you can't be prepared for 

what happens to you .... 
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"I don't care if this is Israel—my Grandma 
Flance still makes better gefilte fish!” 


“ 


.. And here you can see the plains of Judea, where David slew 
Goliath, a place of beauty and richness, a place of marvels and history 
and a wonderful place for some businessman's branch office . . . ." 
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An astronaut walking in space 
Was amazed by an angelic face. 
She cried: “ Glad you've arrived, 
I've been so long deprived. 

Could I use a man in this place!” 


Y V Y 


There was a young lady from Wantage 
Of whom a Town Clerk took advantage. 
Said the Borough Surveyor 

“ ОР course you must pay her— 

Just look at the bulge in her frontage!” 


Y V V 


For purposes too lewd to mention 

A mechanic devised an invention. 
Came his first demonstration 

But, alas, no elation— 

He went up їп a flash of high tension. 


V 


V 


A driving instructor, unnerved 

By ladies who suddenly swerved, 

Gave up stroking their thighs— 

Except in lay-bys, 

Where it's safer to act less reserved. 
V V V 

By telling his sweetheart a whopper 

An undersized swain came a cropper. 

They got married—but then 


She cried: “ You call that ten?” 
Well, the rest of the story's improper. 


WV V V 


A popsinger scared of his fans 
Insisted on trav'lling in vans, 

Till a wench on his track 

Saw him hide in the back .... 

Soon he just had to put up the banns. 


V 


A tourist adrift in Soho 

Saw “Massage!” in lights—had a go. 
He was feeling footsore 

When he stepped through the door, 
But when he came out—well, you know. 


Photographs by Guccione 


Presenting, 
by irresistible acclaim, 
Amber, Penthouse's 

first 


Pet of the Yar 


PENTHOUSE 


udging from the unsolicited response—which ran to more than a thousand eager 
fan letters, phone calls, interviews, film, TV and advertising offers, including a nude “peep-in” when BBC's 
intrepid Twenty-Four Hours camera team filmed her live during a PENTHOUSE photo session—1 9-year-old 
Amber Dean-Smith emerges as the overwhelming choice of editors and readers alike as PENTHOUSES's 
first plenipotent PET OF THE YEAR. Making her memorable début in our fifth issue, Amber collected more 
accolades in readership interest during the first 10 days of her centrefold reign than the accumulated 
response of any contender before or since. 

In face of the conspicuous evidence, our plans for a nationwide readership poll were unceremoniously 
set aside and the task of finally naming our first PET OF THE YEAR became a simple, but not unpleasurable 
formality. Amber's ascension to glamourdom's annual crown proceeded. 

All along, our 38-24-37 golden-tressed Miss has remained refreshingly indifferent to the shower of 
opportunities that have come her way. An accomplished artist and designer in her own right—her fashion 
drawings have illuminated Rave magazine—Amber prefers art to acting. But she prefers "just being Amber" 
to anything else that she or we can think of. A commission to design murals for a new club in Palma de 
Majorca took her to Spain's Balearic Islands, and there, except for a recent flying visit.to London, she 
remains sunnily ensconced. 

"| don't know what | want to be," avers our diffident beachnik, "and l'm still not sure of what | am. 
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Painting is something to get on with—it makes me 
feel I'm doing something constructive but | don't 
know how important it is. People accuse me of being 
negative or nihilistic, but I'm not. | like to question 
things—l like to question myself and what | want 
and what l'm doing with my life. You have to have 
questions in order to get answers. Some people go 
through life without once asking themselves ‘Ат | 
doing what | really want to до?“ 

Unaccustomed as we are to weighing the wisdom 
of womankind, we left Ambers case cleverly 
unargued. Tradition has it that man does better to 
rely on the evidence of his eyes and the judgement 
of his more prosaic senses. With respect to the case 
in point, the evidence is abundantly clear, for when 
we attempt to interrupt our visual evaluations to ask 
ourselves "are we doing what we really want to 
do?" we keep finding that somehow we're usually 
too absorbed to notice the reply. Og 
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THE 
SEVEN 
DEADLY 
SINS 


Cautionary tales for 
contemporary trangressors. Are 
you guilty? 

Study this satirical 
reassessment and profit 
your soul—or at least 
your sense of humour 
by Jonathan Clements 


SLOTH 


I^ the master bedchamber of Withering Heights, Sir Mycroft 

Bassoon spent his days in careless ennui—not giving a damn for 
the peasantry, who were starving, or the elite, who were rooking the 
peasantry. 

"Mycroft, you're 58 years old," announced Lady Byrd-Bassoon 
one morn, "Don't you think it's about time you got out of bed?" 

"Nonsense," yawned Sir Mycroft. "An Englishman's bed is his 
castle. Now wheel me around my estate, woman." 

By the time Sir Mycroft's fourposter bed had been wheeled down 
to the velvet lawns he'd fallen into a rapt slumber. But he awoke 
with a reluctant sigh when one of his lackeys leapt across with 
the dreadful news: 

"Oh, Sir Mycroft—your opium shares have fallen to nil!” 

"Splendid," yawned the knight, "Less work for all concerned." 

"But, sir, your Family Planning cartel is under official investigation. 
The accounts are frozen and the directors are impotent!” 

"And well they should be." 

"Hipster Holdings have lost their grip on the market and Trans- 
Thames Cruisers are sunk." 

"A drop in the ocean." 

"But, my dear Sir Mycroft, the peasants are incensed with hunger 
too. Everyone is jittery—the market needs you.” 

"What they need," mumbled Mycroft, "is a little rest—good for the 
nerves. Now, wheel me across to the ponds. | want to watch the 
goldfish sleeping. Damn relaxing, that.” 

While Sir Mycroft dozed a double-dealing property developer 
named Ramrod Halo slipped across the lawns towards him. 

“The banks are ready to foreclose on your estate,” Ramrod 
confided, “and | have purchased the mortgage. Sign here and your 
worries are over. |! take over the property and you can go off 
somewhere and sleep." 

"Don't mind if | do," sighed Sir Mycroft as Ramrod guided his 
signature across the contract. Within the week Withering Heights 
was bulldozed to the ground and a garish, Billy Bumpkin holiday 
camp was erected in its place. Sir Mycroft Bassoon was wheeled 
away, nodding, never to be seen again. 

This teaches us that if you don't look after the pounds, penury will 
take care of itself. 


ENVY 


Because of his addiction to philandering, Indigo Blight never got 
home till the wee small hours of the morning. Consequently 
his wife Mildred slept without a caress worth mentioning. 

“Its not fair," cried Mildred. "You're over-sexed and l'm over- 
vexed 1” 

"That's how it is," crooned Indigo, as off he trotted to another 
distant orgy. 

When her jealous rage had simmered down, Mildred pondered 
long on her problem, eventually devising a plan to foil her wayward 
spouse. 

“Why don't we get up at five in the morning ?” she asked him when 
next they met. "We could witness the dawn chorus, or something—" 

"Fat chance," mumbled Indigo in reply. 

Nonetheless, Mildred dragged him out of bed the next dawn. She 
figured he was bound to retire early that night after being up so long. 

But it was way after two in the morning when Indigo trickled 
home, raddled from his razzling. 

“It's four o'clock—awake ! cried the desperate Mildred two hours 
later. "And tomorrow we'll rise at three! . . ." 

"Hell, | might as well not do to bed at all," said the befuddled 
Indigo. What's more, he didn't: he stayed out on the tiles all night, 
and slumbered away the afternoon hours at the office, thus depriving 
Mildred of even a few hours in bed with his exclusive form. 

This teaches us that even the early worm will turn. 


LUST 


B' raising the hemline of her skirt 18 inches above her knees and 

lowering her neckline nearly to her waist, Lottie Fanlight managed 
to become the most sought-after wench in town. She was also the 
most obliging. Such was her reputation that the madame of the 
local bordello, who was losing business in a dramatic way, bet 
Lottie 100 guineas that she couldn't make love to 50 customers in 
one afternoon. 

"You're on,” Lottie said. “Get the cash ready.” 

Before a packed house 50 of the most virile men in town were 
assembled for this notorious sporting contest. Suddenly Lottie, 
garbed in just a sultry smile, strolled on to the pitch. Then the whistle 
blew and the game was оп!... 

Lottie swiftly fell on her first opponent and in a fine flurry of limbs 
and lovebites dispatched him in forty seconds flat. An appreciative 
howl went up from the crowd. Ignoring the applause Lottie calmly 
beckoned the next victim, then the next . . . When the whistle blew 
for half-time Lottie had just seen off her 35th victim with rare and 
imaginative gusto. After a brief pause for a symbolic tomato, she 
cried “Charge!” and was at it again. 

But alas, by the time she reached the 49th candidate, Lottie's 
strength was failing. With a superhuman effort she managed to 
dispose of that lecher, then raised her hand limply in summons to 
the last. The 5Oth opponent clasped her tight. In vain Lottie strove to 
fulfil her task but, out of sheer exhaustion, she perished in his arms, 
crying her famous last words: 

"| can't understand it—l was great at practise this morning !” 
This teaches us that the lewd die young. 


АМСЕВ 


pee after decade Algernon Hoove squatted in a lonely garret, 

quilling mellow unfashionable elegant prose. Thus he sank 
deep into poverty, while all around him the angry satirists of the day 
coined loot and fame by calling each other dirty names and engaging 
in scurrilous buffoonery at the expense of the monarchy, the political 
scene and of this thing called sex. 

“Ah,” Algernon was oft heard to mutter, “twill never last; the day 
of contemplative belles-lettres will return.” 

But it didn't. The satirists went on to bloom in the heady atmosphere 
of the sick and swinging ‘60s and Algernon could do nought but sit 
and wait for his next rejection slip. 

The postman with solemn ceremony duly delivered it; and, on 
checking his records, Algernon found it was the millionth rejection 
slip he'd received in his literary career. This sombre statistic set his 
hitherto mind ablaze. Tossing his aesthetic principles to the wind, 
Algernon crouched at his desk, picked up his quill and began to write 
a slashing, vitriolic article. He debunked the monarchy, verbally 
ravaged the hypocritical political jungle and mercilessly sent up all 
forms of sex. 

Amid all this unaccustomed exciting writing, when the pure 
passion of irony flowed from out of his breast, Algernon suffered a 
sudden heart attack. For a brief, frenzied spasm his quill stabbed 
through the air, then was stilled for evermore. 

This teaches us that it's hard to be an Angry Young Man when 
you're 84 years old. 7 


GLUTTONY 


Lost on a ramble in a rural wilderness, Sheridan Keene was about 

to flake out with starvation when he espied a farmhouse tucked 
away in a verdant valley. "Do you do bed and breakfast ?" Sheridan 
asked the farmer's wife who answered his door-pounding. 

"Arrr," replied the woman, beckoning him in with a lascivious 
wink and a swirl of her hips. "Follow те...” 

They joined the farmer at the dinner table. From a huge pork pie 
that made Sheridan's mouth water the farmer cut a thin sliver; then, 
after handing this frugal portion to his guest, he put the pie away in 
a cupboard. 

“You'll have to share our bed," breathed the farmer's wife hotly 
into Sheridan's ear. “We've only one.” 

“Alrighty,” said Sheridan, whose valour was equal to anything. 
He followed the rustic couple up the stairs, and soon they were all 
lying abed. As the farmer broke into a gentle snore, his wife's hand 
crept tantalisingly up and down Sheridan's thigh. 

"Now?" asked Sheridan, flashing hopeful eyes. 

"Wait a bit," came the purred reply. “He'll be dead asleep soon." 
While she waited, the farmer's wife became more adventurous with 
her caresses, and Sheridan writhed in tense expectancy. 

"Now?" he gasped. 

Casting a glance at the farmer, whose snoring had amplified 
reassuringly, the lustful wife threw herself on Sheridan: "Now. ...” 

“Right!” cried Sheridan—and he leapt from the bed, cartwheeled 
down the stairs, threw open the cupboard and fell on the huge pork 
pie with drooling lips. Hearing the noise downstairs the farmer 
got out the family blunderbuss and blasted Sheridan's greedy head. 
This teaches us that digestion isn't the better part of valour. 


COVETOUSNESS 

T^ last candle went phhht! in the igloo of an eskimo couple 
named Robert and Elizabeth Kanook. Plunged into deep gloom 

and subtemperature cold, Robert snuggled close to Elizabeth and 

adventured an amorous arm. ... 

“Unhand те!” cried Elizabeth, throwing one of her typical fits, 
“Those hands are freezing." 

Robert snarled back with frustration: "Hell, we've been married 
ten years now and all | get is fits—isn't it about time you warmed up 
and consummated this Goddamn marriage!” 

"It's this igloo that needs warming up,” Elizabeth said for the 
umpteenth time, "Why don't you instal central heating? Septimus 
Trubshaw has central heating. . . .” 

When Elizabeth's frozen snores eventually clinked in the air, 
Robert—no longer able to contain himself—arose, strapped on his 
snowshoes and stole silently out of the igloo. He headed for the 
heated tin hut of their English explorer-neighbour, Septimus 
Trubshaw. Across the white wilderness the desperate eskimo 
plodded, eyes skinned for signs of the hut. When he found it he 
crept on all fours through the narrow door flap. 

"Egad," thought Robert, as he caught sight of the explorer's 
spirit stove glowing in the middle of the tiny room, "all this and 
connubial bliss too. ..." Snatching the stove the eskimo patted 
Septimus's sleeping head goodnight, and rushed back to his igloo. 

“Look,” he announced, planting the stove at his wife's feet, 
"Instant heat...” 

"Oh, bye-bye frigidity," crooned Elizabeth, falling into Robert's 
arms, “I'll never throw another fit." By the warmth of the stove they 
clasped each other hungrily. But their new-found bliss terminated 
suddenly when the very same warmth—so effectively reflected by 
Trubshaw's tin roof—melted the ice above their heads and swept 
them away in a tide of blood-chilling water. 

This teaches us that people who live in ice houses shouldn't throw 
fits. 


PRIDE 


A sportive lass named Delilah was wont to posture on the seashore 
promenade, singing aloud of her prowess in the art of swimming. 
“I'm like а duck in the water," she warbled. “Breast-strokes, 
butterfly-strokes, high dives—they're all a living joy when | perform 
them." 

“Oh,” wailed her friend, Zelda Dunn, “1 wish / could swim.” 

“It's absurd that you can't," Delilah scorned. “Why, swimming 
makes a girl so attractive to men. They just /ove to see my trained 
limbs in athletic abandon.” ч 

With these words Delilah executed a fabulous swallow dive, 
entering the sea in a silent, rhythmic arc. 

Distracted with envy, Zelda gamely jumped in after her, meeting 
the ocean with an almighty splash. Within a moment she was 
threshing her arms in useless fury and emitting tiny feminine squeaks 
of help. 

Thereupon six bronzed he-men leapt to Zelda's rescue, and, after 
applying to her salty lips many sensuous kisses of life, spent the 
rest of the day wining and dining her, leaving Delilah to dive and 
swim alone. 

This teaches us that nothing succeeds like distress. 


putting on the style is fine as far as И goes, but how far does it go? That's just the trouble, because before you know it 
the style has gone. Trousers tighten and then flare, jacket lengths go up and down, boots boom, hats have a hiatus. 
But all the while there's one constant, at least for the fellow who's ready to spend: luxury. Luxury lasts. Things that are 
beautifully made (and imposingly priced) go on and on, along with the top-quality fabrics they're made of. Damned 
unfair of course, because it saves the well-heeled the expense of shelling out to keep up with the style. But then the rich 
win all along the line. They get the satisfaction of a vicuna coat, with its warmth and softness and built-in dash, which is 
enough to make anyone feel he can manage without PVC lapels and a purple fake-fur lining. Pure silk shirts suit you when 
you're loaded—you don't need huge, floppy collars, and op or pop patterns printed over them. /continued overleaf 
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Philip O. Stearns photographs some of the most luxurious in ready-to-wear, with modelling assistance from Mr Richard 

Johnson during intervals of filming “Deadlier than the Male” at Pinewood, in which he stars as Bulldog Drummond with 

co-star Miss Elke Sommer. That's Miss Sommer opposite. Also in on the act are Miss Audine Leith (above right), from the 

cast of the musical “A Share in the Sun”, and Miss Diane Hart (above left), who interviewed him at T.V.R. studios. Thanks, 
everybody ! 


Corduroy velvet military jacket (opposite) by 
Austin Reed, £14 10s. Shoes by Topper, £6 10s. High- 
necked sweater by Austin Reed, 4 gns. 

Luxury-look suit (above left), cut to economy by Hardy 
Amies for Hepworths, £15 10s. Longhaired, 
short-cut coat (above right) in mohair/Dynel by Hardy 
Amies for Hepworths, £18 5s. Furry trilby, Herbert Johnson, 5% gns. 
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Choose а well-made jacket in a first-rate tweed and you can forget about dolling it up with clever collars or flaring vents. . . . 
Luxury in menswear has long been associated with the bespoke part of the trade. But things like cashmere sweaters and 
silk pyjamas have always been in the ready-to-wear departments, and now there's a trend to carve off-the-peg clothes 
out of superb cloth. Probably because couturiers (like Hardy Amies, who's doing it for Hepworths) who turn to ready-to- 
wear still want to work on good stuff. Won't accept second-rate workmanship. Don't mind charging a bit more. Or perhaps 
because you men are getting more particular and know a bit more about it all. Whatever the reason it's a boost for the 
look of a lot of clothes in the shops, as these specimens demonstrate. 


Yellowing shirt by Washington Tremlett (opposite), 
£4 17s. 6d. Gambling tie with built-in 
ace of clubs, 23 gns. Lush luxury in woollen doeskin 
trousers by Austin Reed, 9 gns. Jacket in sobersides taste 
by Austin Reed, £21. Lightweight super-suit 
(above left) by John Michael, 60 gns. Classic coat 
in vicuna (above right) by Washington 
Tremlett, £180 (or you can have it made to measure for a 
mere 350 gns.). Shoes by Topper £6 10s. 
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He was a total stranger in a village where everyone was known to everyone else. What was 


he doing in Almas ? Why did this quality of impending evil accompany him ? 


fiction by Derrik Low 


STRANGER IN ALMAS 


Just before noon on Sunday, January 11th, 1964, the 
three streets of Almas were deserted. Mass had been said 
and the priest had departed to Cruz Alta, setting the seal on 
Sunday's duties. Tomorrow the tending of cattle, the cutting 
and carrying of sugar cane and a few basic trades would 
claim the slow day of most of the inhabitants of Almas, but 
today was Sunday and they all took refuge from the fierce 


sun. 

When the bus from Conquista arrived, and drew up in a 
billow of red dust opposite the constabulary, there was no one 
to meet it or show interest. But for an unusual incident it 
might have come and gone unseen, if not unheard. 

A single passenger alighted, a tall and muscular mulatto 
wearing pointed shoes, a wide felt hat and a multi-coloured 
American shirt. In Almas, where almost everyone was part- 
Negro or part-Indian or both, he was remarkable not only 
because of his flashy clothes but also, for those who had eyes 
to see, because of an odd aloofness about him that was like 
an unspoken threat. He stepped off the bus and walked away 
without paying his fare. 

The driver, a dusty little figure in sweaty khaki, leapt out of 
the bus shouting out a renewed demand for payment. But he 
was blandly ignored. He grew suddenly haggard with anger 
and trembled with the shame that all could see he was 
unequal to the situation. He was afraid of his passenger, who 
continued to walk slowly, lazily away, paying him no more 
heed than if he were a cricket screeching in the fields. The 
driver spat in fury. Then he climbed aboard his bus, slammed 
the gears and drove away, cursing poisonously. 

This interruption of the Sunday silence of Almas seemed to 
leave it more silent than before. But now it was an electric 
quiet. The incident had contained a quality of impending 
evil. It was as though there had been a splash in the still 
village and now an uneasy ripple raced outwards through the 
hot air. People who lived in the mud-walled houses that lined 
the main street had been attracted to their windows by the 
bus-driver's shouting. They had watched the tall visitor in 
expectant silence. Now they asked themselves: “Who is he ? 
What does he want here ?” 

Almas was laid out like a cross made of crooked twigs. The 
main street twisted its way through the village from north to 
south, and the other two streets formed T-junctions with it at 
intervals, and led out of the village, one eastwards to the 
patchy sugar fields and the other westwards to the meagre 
pasture of the cattle areas and to the scrublands where there 
had once been piassava. 

The visitor wandered down the street leading westwards 
until he came to a large mango tree hard by a drinking 
fountain. A trickle of water from a spring ran out of a bamboo 
spout set in a hillock and fell to waste in a ditch at the side of 
the road. The visitor drank deep of this water, cupping his 
hand like a trough so that the water flowed down his fingers 
and into his mouth over the edge of his palm. Then he removed 
his hat and splashed the cool water over his curly jet-black 
hair, his face and the back of his neck. Without troubling to 
dry himself he went to the mango tree and settled down 
against the bole to sleep through the afternoon in its ample, 
heavy-scented shade. 


As the great heat of the day subsided people saw him 
sleeping there, but they did not disturb him. A mischievous 
boy picked up a pebble, but thought again and threw it into 
the ditch instead. Even asleep the man looked ominous, 
forbidding and dangerous. 

While he yet slept the people of the village emerged into 
the streets to talk and take the cooling air. Soon everyone 
knew of the visitor and knew too of the strange hostility 
about him. Men and women spoke of him incessantly and 
advanced a wide and wild variety of opinions about who he 
was and why he had come to Almas. He was a total stranger 
in a village where everyone was known to everyone else. 

The truth was that Almas meant no more to the stranger 
than a place to sleep on the way north. Nothing in Almas had 
any connection with the long-past, half-forgotten trauma 
that had set him apart from other men and made people 
afraid of him. That morning he had been tossed about in the 
bus like a pea in a rattle all the way along the parched, eroded 
red clay road from Conquista, and he had not slept for two 
nights before. He alighted at Almas to find sleep. If he had 
not been so tired it would have been in another town further 
north, any town. But who's to say that the horror that 
happened that night in Almas would not then just as surely 
have happened somewhere else ? Where the seed of evil has 
taken root the soil turns bad and nothing else will grow. 

Towards sundown the stranger awoke and made his way 
down to the main street. He walked one way then the other, 
always with a sort of lazy deliberation, in search of something. 
At last he walked into the village druggist's which, as is usual 
in the backlands, was open to those who needed it on a 
Sunday evening. He took an ampule out of his pocket and 
asked for a hypodermic syringe. The druggist looked at him 
closely and noticed that the pupils of his eyes were abnorm- 
ally contracted. He knew that this man was partly drugged. 

"Better not, friend," the druggist said. 

"Give me the syringe," the stranger insisted. He had a deep 
voice and spoke quietly, yet he managed to convey his will 
with such compelling effect that the druggist, a man of some 
status and respect in the village, was somehow morally over- 
powered. He shrugged and put the syringe on the counter by 
a flask of ether and a wad of cotton wool. Then he folded his 
arms in an abdication of responsibility and watched the 
man roll up his sleeve, pierce the ampule, half fill the syringe, 
and apply the injection. The stranger withdrew the needle, 
swabbed the tiny perforation perfunctorily with ether and 
walked out of the shop without a word. 

“Merda !" the druggist muttered after him. 

Outside in the main street again, the visitor leant against the 
wall of a house with his hands in his trouser pockets. His eye- 
lids half concealed his eyes, and he looked almost asleep— 
but for an unnatural tenseness, a rigidity of his back and neck. 
One or two people, as they strolled by, wished him “Good 
evening”, after the manner of the backlands, but he ignored 
them. 

All the while the druggist waited at his counter. He was 
hoping for another customer to come in who could spread 
the word that the stranger might be dangerous, that the 
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drug he had taken made men do unexpected things, made 
them intractable. But no one else came into his shop and, for 
fear of arousing the stranger's suspicions, he dared not 
venture outside. A man valued by the community for the 
useful knowledge he possessed, he had no need to be brave. 
Now, remembering what he had learnt of the effects of 
maconha, how it sometimes boiled men's minds into such 
fury that they measured no consequences, how it sometimes 
made men act as if they were contemptuously tempting the 
world to destroy them, not caring either way, he was very 
afraid. But someone, he felt, would be bound to come in soon. 

All up and down the street people were gathered in little 
indolent groups enjoying the cool of dusk. Some had brought 
chairs out from their houses and lolled on them in their 
pyjamas, backs to the houses, facing each other across the 
street. And everywhere the talk was of the stranger who had 
made the whole village uneasy. 

"Damn him!” they muttered, and, "Let him go to the whore 
that bore him." They turned their backs on him, though he 
stood quite a way off, and tried to talk of other things. But 
there is not much of interest to talk about when you live year 
in, year out in a remote village of a couple of hundred souls. 

Sooner than usual some called out for Alcides to play his 
guitar. Alcides played almost every night, but he was in great 
demand tonight. He came out now with his guitar, smiling at 
the burst of greeting and encouragement they gave him. 
Someone brought him a chair and when he sat down and 
struck a chord his friends gathered round and shouted out the 
names of the songs they wanted him to play. They shouted 
with an over-loud jocularity, as though their own noise could 
dispel their uneasiness. 

Alcides sang and played a tuneful ballad, full of melancholy 
and passion, telling a tale of conjugal betrayal on the eve of 
the feast of the Epiphany. Everyone joined in the chorus, and 
Alcides sang the refrain in a clear natural tenor. 

"Foi n'uma noite de reis, 

Quando a meu lar eu regressava . . ." 

When they had finished they all clapped their hands and 
laughed and shouted bonito and mais uma vez. Then some- 
one looked round for the visitor and could not see him. He 
told his neighbours and soon everyone was looking round for 
the stranger. They wondered aloud where he had gone. They 
knew he must still be in the village for there was no bus until 
tomorrow and the nearest povoado, or settlement, was a day's 
walk away. A few men, more curious than the rest, went off 
wandering slowly down the street, idly looking for the 
stranger. But they did not find him then. 

While the ballad was being sung the stranger looked down 
into the alley that led out of the village to the mango tree, the 
spring and the scrubland beyond. The sky was still red where 
the sun had set but here and there a light showed in an open, 
unglazed window. At one of these a woman stood with her 
forearms on the sill, looking out at the sky. The stranger could 
see that she was full-bodied and young. He stared at her with 
the same eerie deliberation that qualified all he did. She was 
twenty yards away but she suddenly turned and saw him. She 
looked at him for a long moment, shadowy under a dull 
street lamp, shivered and abruptly left the window. 

With a backward jerk of his shoulder the stranger pushed 
himself away from the wall and walked across the street and 
down a few paces of the alley to a place opposite her window. 
The words of the ballad followed him, telling of cruel venge- 
ance befalling the adulterer, but he did not hear. Looking in at 
her window he could not see her, and judged that she must 
be at the back of the house. He saw that there was a vacant 
plot next door. The last tinges of red were leaving the sky and 
it was almost completely dark. 

It could not have been more than ten or fifteen minutes later 
that a man, a stocky, hardy-looking fellow in middle age, 
went into the druggist's shop. The druggist told him of the 
stranger's visit, the injected drug and its effects, and the man 
grew apprehensive. Forgetting what he had come for he ran 
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out of the shop. But those ten or fifteen minutes turned out 
to be crucial. 

The stranger looked quickly up and down the alley and saw 
no one. Then he moved swiftly into the vacant plot, keeping 
close to the wall. At the back of the plot the dividing wall was 
under six feet high and he could see over it easily. From the 
dark he saw the usual tin-roofed lean-to that served the house 
as a kitchen, and saw the girl in there, under a naked light 
bulb, standing with her back to him, attending to the prepara- 
tion of a méal. He heaved himself up and over the wall with 
the agility of a leopard. Then he discarded his shoes and 
crept up to the kitchen doorway. For a moment he stood 
in the doorway and looked at the girl from top to toe with a 
peculiar, smouldering relish. At that instant she turned and 
saw him. In that fleeting instant, too, she understood what he 
was about. She saw that he was immensely strong and that 
he was aroused. The cold, impersonal lust in his eyes was like 
nothing she had ever seen before. She recoiled and tried to 
scream, but found she had no voice above a faint moan. 

Then he was on her. One huge hand circled her neck, 
almost choking her, and the other ripped away her clothing. 
She fainted. He picked her up and carried her into her bed- 
room. She soon came round there, and the stench of the man's 
sweat stung her nostrils. The horror of what was happening 
to her made her feel too ill to struggle. She thought she was 
going to die and she vomitted painfully on to her pillow. 
The stranger did not appear to notice. 

At last he had finished and, leaving her moaning on her 
soiled bed, he prepared to leave. He found a switch and 
turned on the light to adjust his shirt and put his wide hat on. 
Just as he left the room someone ran in at the front door. He 
turned in the narrow corridor, poised for fighting, and saw a 
stocky man of middle age staring at him with something like 
mortal dread. Still staring fixedly at the stranger the man 
called out, once, twice and again, in an insistent crescendo of 
fear: “Maria, Maria, MARIA!” The stranger pounced and hit 
him a tremendous blow in the face. It was blow enough to 
kill and it left the man bleeding and senseless on the rough 
wooden floor of the house. Then the stranger ran like a 
madman out the back way. 

Now things happened fast. Neighbours had heard the cry 
for Maria, and had been stirred by the acute anxiety in the 
tone of it. They came running, and found Maria's father 
bleeding on the floor of his front room. They found Maria, too, 
and left women to comfort and care for her, and everyone 
knew who had done this thing. Some ran out into the back 
yard, others into the street. Everyone shouted to enlist the aid 
of all. It was the hue and cry, and it seemed that in a dark, 
empty world only all of Almas was alive. There was a high 
excitement that made devils of men and gave fleeting purpose 
to aimless lives. 

The police, a sergeant and two constables, had the best 
idea where to look for a man trying to hide, and it was they 
who found him. He was in a ruined, abandoned still just out- 
side the village. They called for him to come out, identified 
themselves as police and fired a few shots in the air. He gave 
them little trouble. They tied his wrists behind him and, 
holding their revolvers in their hands, marched him back to 
the village. The shots had been heard and people came 
running to crowd round them, shouting, spitting and waving 
their fists in the air. But the police would not allow them to 
come too close to the prisoner, who walked almost jauntily 
along, flicking his feet out like a schoolboy killing time with a 
stroll. Apart from the careless insolence of his manner there 
was no expression about him at all. He held his head high 
but his face was impassive, almost sleepy. 

The police marched him to the constabulary and pushed 
him inside with no ceremony, and the crowd gathered and 
grew outside. After a few minutes the police sergeant 
appeared on the steps and ordered the people to disperse. 

"He is locked up," the sergeant said. "There is nothing 
more for you to do." 


But no one moved. They stayed where they were, all 
staring at the doorway of the constabulary as if they could 
see the rapist beyond. The sergeant was a man in his fifties, 
already old for the backlands, and wise in the ways and 
tempers of the country. He looked at the villagers gravely for a 
moment and then called out to a young man among them. 

“Mané,” he called, “go to Josias' house and see how he 15. 
If he is well enough ask him to come here so that we can get a 
statement and charge the prisoner properly". He was not 
unimpressive, with his uniform, his grey age, and his know- 
ledge of procedure. But there was an impatience with 
procedure among the crowd, and a woman shouted back at 
him. 

"What about his daughter ? Do you want a statement from 
her, too ?" She said the word “statement” as if it meant some- 
thing utterly vile. People laughed harshly and asked the 
sergeant what he had to say to that, but the sergeant only 
frowned and ignored them. 

"Mané," he insisted, "go and get Josias." And Mané went. 


“И was the police, а sergeant and two 
constables, who found him. They called for him to 
come out, and fired a few shots in the air. 

He gave them little trouble. . . 


Inside his cell the stranger in Almas was sitting on the floor- 
boards and leaning against the wall with his eyes shut. He 
seemed to be totally unconcerned. 

Mané returned with Josias, who refused the sergeant's 
invitation to go inside. He stood on the step of the con- 
stabulary and asked loudly why he should go inside. He was 
trying to engage the sergeant in public debate. His face was 
swollen from the blow he had received and he was highly 
excited. 

"Come, now, Josias," the sergeant urged. "We must make 
out a charge". But Josias pointed with outstretched arm into 
the constabulary and looked into the sergeant's eyes. 

""That son of a harlot has spoiled my daughter," he shouted 
at the top of his voice. "That's my statement and my charge. 
Now, what is going to be done with him ?” 

“Try to keep calm, Josias," the sergeant said. "You know 
as well as | do what happens to criminals". Josias snorted in 
anger and turned to face the crowd. 

"Yes, too well | know" he shouted. "If | charge that rotten 
filth he will go to prison for two years, or perhaps for one 
year, or perhaps not at all if the jails are full. In any event he 
will not get the punishment he deserves". He waved his arms 
and trembled with the unbearable intensity of his feeling. He 
went on, speaking like a man inspired, with fluency straight 
from a tormented heart. The sympathy of everyone in the 
crowd flowed into him and boiled for outlet. "Is prison the 
proper place for an animal who abominates the holy purity 
of a virgin girl? Can it be that such carrion dirt should be 
allowed a place on God's good earth ? Never! He is past 
redemption. | tell you our good Lord never conceived of such 
evil. It must be death for him—death and hell for eternity". 

The crowd, wide-eyed and impassioned, shouted back in 
one voice of support: “Mata,” they roared, “Kill, kill !” 

Josias stood back and looked again at the sergeant, grim 
and implacable, but now there was a wild anticipation of 
satisfaction in his eyes. "| shall go in now," he declared, 
"but my friends will come also." The sergeant frowned ; then, 
abruptly, he stood aside. 

Josias now marched into the constabulary and the men of 
the village surged in behind him. Peremptorily he told one of 
the constables to open the cell door, but the man refused. 
Instantly there was an angry roar from the crowded room, 


and the young policeman, after a brave second of indecision, 
walked over and unlocked the door. 

The cell was an enclosed room with no windows. Ventila- 
tion was secured through the open space between the wall 
and the tiles of the roof. When Josias swung the door wide 
no one quite knew what to expect, and there was silence. 
What they saw was a brown figure in an outlandish shirt and 
bare feet, half lying, half sitting on the floor, propped in sleep 
against the corner walls of the cell. There was a rumble of 
astonishment. "The swine is asleep," they said, incredulously. 
By now nearly all of them knew that he had taken the drug 
maconha, and they could have guessed that this sleep had 
something to do with it, but they did not care. 

"Come out, you vermin!” Josias yelled furiously at him, 
but he did not stir. Everyone shouted insults at him, but he 
continued to lie still, not asleep by now perhaps, but not 
bothering to move. Then a man armed with a pick handle 
pushed past Josias into the cell and hit the prisoner cruelly 
in the neck. The blow made a subdued sound, a soft plop like 
a book falling in another room, and the prisoner contorted in 
pain. He tried to get to his feet, but his hands were tied 
behind him and he could not manage it at once. Before he 
could succeed he was pulled roughly through the doorway 
and pushed out into the street, where he stumbled and 
sprawled to the ground. 

At first everyone seemed hungrily eager to have a hand in 
punishing the prisoner and they rushed at him, men and 
women both, from all sides like young porkers to the trough at 
feeding-time. But soon he was left to the devices of a few, 
four or five perhaps—one of whom was Josias and another 
Paulo, the man who was betrothed to Maria. The others made 
a ring around them and watched quietly as they beat the man 
to death. He died without having uttered a sound, without 
really seeming to have awakened properly, sometime during 
the course of the beating. No one could tell for how long his 
dead body was kicked and pounded and thrust at, but he was 
quite dead long before his executioners had grown tired of 
their job. 

When it was over they stripped the bloodied clothes off the 
body and emasculated it, throwing the dripping offal into the 
ditch. Then they untied the hands. They threw the body on a 
cart and, sweating and silent, took it out of the village to where 
the refuse was dumped. And there they left it as food for the 
urubáü carrion birds. 

As they trod slowly back to the village each man walked 
alone. Every man was silent but, in a strange and terrible way, 
somehow elated. All were hungry and tired and glad to be 
alive. 

Josias went to the police sergeant and shook him by the 
hand. The two men needed no words with each other now. 
Josias went home to bed and the sergeant into the constabul- 
ary to write his report. The night grew still with the vast quiet 
of the backlands and Josias slept well. Only once was he 
awakened by the sound of Maria sobbing in the dark, and his 
great anger welled up in him anew. He wished his victim alive 
to be killed again, but he knew there was nothing that could 
ever wipe out the horror of that night and that the memory of 
his daughter's hurt would afflict him for the rest of his days. 
Lying there before sleep came again, he wondered how long 
he could decently wait before sending his daughter off to 
another place, far way, where none would ever hear of her 
shame. Paulo could not want her now. No man in the village 
would want her now, except to play with, and decent people's 
pity would be no substitute for a good husband and lost 
honour. 

The sergeant worked until late. He was a conscientious man 
and took trouble circumstantiating his report. He concluded 
with these words : "Every precaution was taken to avoid this 
regrettable but understandable development." 

By midnight on the 11th of January, 1964, the affair was 
closed and the stranger was gone. And a banished soul had at 
last found rest in Almas. 
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LET'S PLAY 

A GAME... 

(LL ВЕ THE 

ДЕ. 

ALBAD Gi 
\ 


ILL 0004 AND BUY TWO CARS 
AND A HI FI AND A STEREO 
MATIC TRIPLE ACTION, THERMO 
(RANGISTOR DEEP FREEZE 


AND ILL GET A GREAT 
TAN AND DRIVE THE 
8016 IN THE OFFICE 
WILD WITH ENVY, 


0-K. YOU 6E 
| 
: 2 


STRENGTH 
DEFENC E? 


child's play 

by GUCCIONE 
(LL MAKE TEN TIMES 
AS MUCH MONEY AS 
YOU AND BUY MY 
WIFE A COLOUR 
TELEVISION SET 


AND ILL BE 
THE RUSSIAN 


AND tLLSfupy hago — (LL TAKE A TRIP TO EUROPE 


AND GET My DEGREE 
AND WORK EIGHTY 
HOURS A WEEK FOR 
MY COUNTRY 

M 
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AND ILL CONQUER NEW 
FRONTIERS AND pEVELOP 
OUR КІМ) AND 


НЕҮ, YOU'RE SUPPOSED 
10 BE THE BAD OU... 
YOURE SUPPOSED 10 
START A WAR OR 


N OUR 
цан SOMETHING... 


(200), AND ILL 


: 


AND (LL BUILD i 
SPUTNIK AND PUTA 
MAN IN SPACE AND 
COLONIZE THE 
MOON 


\ 


We invented the Submariner to work perfectly 
660 feet under the sea. 


It seems to work pretty well at any level. 


The Rolex Submariner is a salty watch. It's the official watch 

for divers of the Royal Navy, That beefed-up Oyster case re- 

sists pressures down to 660 feet. You'll find it in the cockpits of 

most ocean racers as hard-driving skippers beat up on Bermuda, 

Hobart and the Fastnet Rock. How come it's seen so much where -the 

wettest thing around is a dry Martini? Who knows. Maybe it's because the 
black dial goes so well with a black tie. Ask her. Maybe she knows. Ш 

ROLEX 


When a man has a world in his hands, you expect to find a Rolex on his wrist 


THE ROLEX WAT MPANY LIMITED (2 der: H. Wilsdorf. ENE WITZERLAN 


уноотона 


ззпона маза 


Оп the occasion of our first anniversary issue we present а portrait of the personality behind the magazine, 
Editor/Publisher Robert Guccione. The man and his adventure so far are described by a close colleague 
and practised observer of publishers, Harry Fieldhouse 


MISTER 
PENTHOUSE 


A FEW WORDS ABOUT OUR FOUNDER! 


A cartoonist friend 1 hadn't seen for a 
while stopped me in Fleet Street one after- 
noon in 1963. There wasn't much time to 
talk because Г was hurrying back to the 
office after a long lunchtime. Between hustled 
hullos and goodbyes this cartoonist came out 
with something extraordinary. He was 
thinking of starting “a little magazine”, he 
said, and how would I feel about helping 
him? We arranged to meet the next day and 
this time my friend had further astonishing 
tidings. He had no backers, no capital and 
he was out of work. What he was saying was 
that he planned to launch a national maga- 
zine on tick and on faith. And he meant it. 

` That was the first I heard of the magazine 
that was to become PENTHOUSE. The cartoonist 
who told me about it was Robert Charles 
Joseph Edward Sabatini Guccione, an 
American, of Sicilian ancestry, from New 
York. Altogether it hardly added up to a 
promising start. Whoever heard of a car- 
toonist publishing a magazine anyway—let 
alone an Italian-American cartoonist in 
Britain? And this character didn’t want any- 
thing humble. He was set on a lavish produc- 
tion, which had to sell heavily in a notorious- 
ly difficult market—magazines for men. He 
wanted leading photographers, “name” 
writers, and topclass artwork. He proposed 
to charge a higher cover price than any 
magazine then publishing in Britain. Yet, as 
a business proposition, it all seemed self- 
evident to him. He looked genuinely hurt 
when anybody cast doubts on his project or 
pointed out financial obstacles. 

It sounds naive—and the quality of inno- 
cence is one of the unexpected impressions 
that Bob Guccione makes on many who meet 
him. This has often proved a valuable quality 
in launching a new business, especially when 
combined with confidence, shrewdness, 
toughness, and determination—and Bob 
Guccione has these too. He also has striking 
versatility. Besides cartooning he could make 
a living as a painter (and has), a writer (and 
has), a photographer (and has), a business- 
man (and has), and he is even versatile within 
those categories. He can draw and paint and 
write in many different styles, and masters the 
economic essentials of varying businesses 
with arithmetical precision. 

Back in the States, Bob Guccione came out 
of Blair Academy with several scholarship 
options, including an athletic scholarship for 


wrestling and an academic scholarship to 
Princeton. He would have liked to be a 
psychiatrist, but his temperament jibbed at 
facing long years in medical school. So he 
turned down the scholarships and chose his 
secondary ambition: to be an artist. He 
painted pictures and drew cartoons and cari- 
catures in California, Rome (where he learnt 
his Italian), Paris, Tangier, Munich, London, 
and the French riviera. During these years he 
supplemented his income with an improbable 
succession of short-lived jobs: waiter, day- 
labourer, film actor, lace salesman, short- 
order cook, van driver, and private detective. 

Returning to the States he wrote and 
illustrated an award-winning advertisement 
for Van Heusen shirts, contributed a humour 
column for syndication to 85 college papers, 
and designed his own greeting-card series, 
Within five years of producing his first com- 
mercial drawings the volume of commissions 
was swamping him. In panic—and with the 
encouragement of his wife, an English girl 
he had met in North Africa—he upped and 
fled to Paris. By keeping only his bestaccounts 
and operating out of reach of the others, he 
planned to sustain his small family and con- 
tinue his painting. 

It was his worst misjudgment, Out of sight, 
out of mind. The work fell off calamitously. 
Within a year he had to admit failure, and 
came to London. 

It was in London that the publishing bug 
began to bite him. The first job he found hére 
was running a dry-cleaning business—Nobbs 
of London, the oldest in the U.K., but not 
then the healthiest. He initiated a 24-hour 
collection and delivery service (London's first) 
that revived the firm's fortunes almost as 
fast as it dry-cleaned the clothes. He also 
contributed cartoons to London American, a 
weekly newspaper then enjoying a brief life. , 
Taking an interest in this venture was the late 
Arthur Christiansen, fabled editor of the Daily 
Express for nearly a quarter of a century. 
Chris thought highly of Guccione's talents, 
and incidentally introduced him to me, 
recommending his cartoons for The Tatler, a 
magazine I was then editing. Later, when 
London American headed for the rocks, 
Guccione was called to the bridge, where as 
business manager he performed prodigies of 
reorganization. By the time the paper sank 
to its inevitable doom the cartoonist had 
become its editor. 


Those embattled months taught him the 
mechanics of publishing and gave him a taste 
for the adventure of directing his own 
periodical. What sealed his resolve, he once 
told me, was his experience of touting his 
cartoons round some of the London maga- 
zines. He spent several discouraging weeks at 
it after the collapse of London American. 
Finally, he visited the offices of Town. There 
he was left waiting 45 minutes before a 
pasty-faced youth leafed through his cartoons 
without comment and pronounced: “Well 
let you know if we need you." This brush-off 
spurred the angry Guccione to a defiant 
decision: “In the lift on the way out, I told 
myself, if it was the last thing left to me, I'd 
never peddle another cartoon again. Next 
time I published a cartoon Га publish it in 
my own magazine." He went back to the 
States again to prepare for this onslaught on 
the unsuspecting British market. 


It was during this period that Guccione 
mastered a vital ingredient of his coming 
success. He learnt about mail order. He tried 
selling pin-up magazines, books and pictures 
by this method and was impressed by the 
response. It seemed to him that if he could lay 
hands on enough mail-order lists of names 
and addresses he could have a secret weapon 
for launching a magazine of his own. He 
could sell subscriptions in advance of publi- 
cation. And that was the state of his planning 
when we met for our coffee in Fleet Street, 


In the next six months we produced a 
dummy magazine and debated various titles. 
Distribution difficulties blocked the idea, 
and I got immersed in other projects. 
Guccione remained single-minded and undis- 
couraged. Over the following 18 months he 
modified his plans, amassed mail-order lists, 
and sent out his hopeful circulars. The title 
Penthouse was adopted at the last minute 
when an earlier name was found to risk 
copyright infringement. 


From here on the story is familiar. The 
cries of outrage when prudes and stiffnecks 
found pictures of nudes in their letterboxes. 
The harrassment by officialdom. Questions 
in Parliament. The eventual court case in 
carefully-chosen backwoods. There was of 
course no intention on Guccione's part to 
offend the law. The law was in any case 
debatable, following the “Lady Chatterley” 
judgment and the controversial legislation, 

CONTINUED OVERLEAF 
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fall in love with 
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What exactly 
did your шие 


and fave you 
still got if? 


Gancia 


The sparkling wine that makes marriage bearable. 
(Gancia's sweetness is natural sweetness and the sparkle is natural also.) 
Serve Gancia cold—the way Carlo Gancia invented it in 1850. 


Gancia 


still hardly tested. Guccione was out to pro- 
duce a men’s magazine reflecting, exploring 
and upholding the new morality, in which he 
earnestly believes. Whether he correctly 
judged the market can only be answered by 
the first Audit Bureau of Circulation figure 
for PENTHOUSE’S certified sales: 148,000 
copies sold per issue. That is approximately 
double the sale of its closest competitor—and 
all done without a penny spent on publicity, 
and without the benefit of several of the major 
retail outlets. 

At 35, Guccione is a tall, sturdy man, 
handsome in the Italian manner, quiet-spoken 
with a Yankee drawl of the kind that British 
comedians mimic. He is a cousin of the late 
Rafael Sabatini, the popular adventure writer 
of the 1930s. Friendly and even-tempered, he 
is an insomniac who chain-smokes, but is 
never agitated. (He once went six days and 
nights without sleep to bring out an early 
edition of PENTHOUSE.) After a night more 
sleepless than usual, he 15 likely to be wearing 
sinister dark glasses when he glides up to the 
office in his navy-blue Radford-trimmed 
£5,000 Buick Riviera. An unceasing traffic in 
ashtrays for emptying and coffee cups for 
refilling accompanies him round the clock. 
He suggests “a cuppa cawfee”, as though it 
were a brainwave that had just struck him, 
within minutes of finishing an earlier cup. 

A teetotaller in all but name, he is a con- 
noisseur of “soda”, as he calls it. He means 
Coke and Pepsi, and he detects distinct 
differences between the two. Coke, he 
explains, is dryer—adding with a twinkle 
“Coke with fish, Pepsi with meat”. 

He is in more or less permanent conference. 
He sits in his apartment, in the armchair 
nearest the phone, receiving visitors, studying 
papers and photographs, and taking and 
making calls in an unbroken day-long routine. 
There are continual interruptions from the 
telephone. Surprisingly, they don't bother 
him—he sounds genuinely pleased to hear 
from every caller. Papers accumulate on the 
carpet around him and gradually encroach on 
the remaining floor space until only stepping- 
stones of uncluttered carpet are left. At the 
office he has a desk, but that too overflows. 
He is a spectacular exponent of the theory 
that a document filed is a document forgotten. 

He reads every letter that comes into 
PENTHOUSE and interviews every potential Pet. 
He outlines many of the page layouts, writes 
much of the copy, contributes a regular 
cartoon strip, and occasionally provides an 
illustration. He could do every job on the 
magazine, and would rather like to. His war- 
cry is “Hey, I got an idea," and it introduces 
a steady drip of ambitious ideas for new 
projects, new publications, new diversifica- 
tion. As time will show, he doesn't leave 
them at ideas. 

After many false starts, Bob Guccione has 
found his métier. His easy-going manner is 
deceptive. There is nothing casual about his 
business aspirations. He has already turned 
down a U.S. syndicate's offer of more than 
£100,000 for a half-share in PENTHOUSE. He 
knows what he is about. He is a publishing 
force in the making. 


You are а young man holidaying boldly т the sunshine of the Isle 


of Levant, the nudist island off the French Riviera. You 


feel rather a blade. What tales you will have to tell when you 


fiction by William Fifield 


get back! You hope.... 


he girls lay on the rocks like white walruses. They basked 

in the sun. You had the salt excitement of the May 
Mediterranean breeze in your nose. You were sitting on the 
shell of the helm cabin of the little cutter, with your feet in 
blue espadrilles braced against the coil of hawser, and you 
felt as if you were going forward on to that light dance of 
green chop of water independent of the boat. Maybe your 
head was stored with a wonderful image of the little bay 
beyond St Tropez, where green water emerald like this came 
in in thin slices of mica over pure talc.sand. And if you had 
stood up there on the cactus-covered hill, on the goat trail, 
you would have seen thirty or forty of the naked nymphets, 
hardly formed but yet formed, bathing. They thought no one 
could see. Perhaps they were a girl's school. 

And now the boat passed under the lee. At this place, it 
was no secret. The walrus girls announced it; white so that, 
up close, their flesh was embarrassing if they were newly 
come, or brown as actual walruses with leather hide lying on 
some Alaska or some Norway. These were the tanned ones. 
And they had been, here many days, day after day, in the 
bake of the Mediterranean, that still had a lightness of May 
rivered in it. The island was like a blue whale looming in the 
Mediterranean ocean, and like the silver spout of a whale 
there was on top of it an aluminium radar ear. France was 
listening, like everybody else. 

You were a young man, and so you wanted the young 
girls to be both dreams and real. You weren't put off a bit 
by the arrival. The girl on the dock didn't bother you, nor the 
woman behind. The girl came with a merrymaking. of her 
naked breasts, unselfconscious. This was a religion it took 
.time and simplicity to grasp, like any other pagan creed, but 
perfectly all right in its time and place. And she wasn't quite 
Eve. She had a little triangle of cloth over the place where a 
woman is secret and ought to remain so. She came right on 
to the boat this way, bobbled laughter of flesh, and you didn't 
care at all, grinned easily. You had known about this. She 
opened a little wicker hamper, that had brown plywood sides 
on one of which Pampe/one was printed in yellow stencil, 
and matter-of-factly fetched out a shirt and. wiggled into 
peppermint-striped Italian boater pants. 

The woman-you found out later-was Olga. It was curious— 
it suggested at the least a peculiar state of mind-that she 
should wish to meet and greet each new.boatload. Of course 
she was paid to do so, and that is said to explain everything. 
She was between forty and fifty. The sun had cooked the 
life out of her hair so that it hung in hemp strings. The sun 
had eaten the lymph from her flesh. She wore the cache-sexe 
—you blessed her-but the ridged lyre of her hips was too 
spanned, and the sun had gullied an ochre wasteland where 
she had once been round, soft, and somehow you preferred 
not to know of this. 

And then you had walked up through the lane between 
eucalyptus trees, sweating on the mounting path, and on 
the other side, where you could see the cliff of France, gone 
down to the rocks. They held little cemented platforms. 
Roosts imposed on the rocks. The walruses were there. The 
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white ones were somehow more naked than those who had 
basted until they. did look like turkey flesh. And since you had 
found a room where you could change you had the scald of 
the sun and at the same time the mountain stream assault of 
the saline wind, 

You probably had a bowl of salad.in your head. For, after 
all, a man wants his gods remote and actual. You suddenly 


| knew what Ратре/опе on a hamper had said. Possibly you'd 


gone to Pampelone Beach behind St Tropez and possibly 
it was true, as they said, that nude people lay there in peculiar 
hollows in the sand, such аз.аге scooped by the Galapagos 


| turtle who will then excrete her eggs into the saucer of heat; 


and that the hollows by St Tropez are shielded Бу ода 
fringes of upright rush which resemble so many innocences 
of discreet eyelashes. And since it was illegal the bathers 
“had to conceal this way. 

- And was it suspect if a Norse goddess erected up, when the 
gendarmes assuredly were not there, and stood with possibly 
the cache-sexe or possibly nothing in such fashion that her 


breasts were proud in the sight of everyone, as though on the: 


prow of some Viking vessel, and the honest wind took her 
hair? You yourself strayed there, accidentally. And in the 
calanques of Marseilles, where you сате : by accident 


| hidden among the dead pines and your ears were stifled by 


the cicadas, did you have to think it dubious that women 
exploited themselves there? There was not even anyone to 
peep. 

And you те lucky, having left your clothes at the room you 
hired up on the hill, and naked as any human being is likely 
ever to be. You take off the cache-sexe. It is obligatory in 
the little cluster of town, here not. You are debonair as you 
stand casually and run your eye over all the ‘naked women; 
you are not naive ‘not a fool. It may be that somebody a little 
unlike you is inside the integument of your flesh telling lies 
to the part of you which is outside-and knows what's what. 

You are not.a felon and you did not come here to take up 


1 the hull of some naked woman as if it were the egg of Sindbad 


and flap off with it on your stinking vulture wings to some 
stick eyrie and lap it up, yolk and all. You know that the 
Pairs are coupled, as is indeed evident. What kind of woman 
would come here alone ? 

And then you see the girl who will eventually be Gretchen 


‘| and with admirable quickness reverse your view. She is alone. 


She is, in fact, sitting down in a sort of arroyo of rock, or a 
little deep sunning crevice, which must be very gently warm, 
and your imagery spins as imagery does in the poor clock of 
the human being, defenceless as it is. She wouldn't be there 


| -bolt naked-if she didn't have the decency to hide herself. 


The flask of humanity you -are straightens.out its chemistry, 
‘and assumes а nonchalant, attractive smile and looks down 
on her. You commence to talk. 

“She is quite by herself, and quite concealed—except she 
is not concealed from anyone who might have thought to 


| step from the main trail a few paces, where it scores the 


palisade with a single line of worry, and then have chosen, 
from the domination of.rock above, to look further on down 
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where the waves bat in on the foot, asking himself if it 
might Бе: pleasant to plunge in for a swim perhaps. She is 
leaning back against the rocks, and tilted or folded up half- 
way, Бу the rising rocks facing, and she has the odd look 
of being caught or trapped or plundered or brokén. A naked 
woman is like that—when ‘пої tan and in the sun. They | 
talk, and as they do and she looks up she slowly turns her 
forefinger ends round on the nipples of her two rather full. 
breasts; but you are able.to understand this for what it is, 
an extraordinary: demonstration of her innocence, that she 
should naively do such a thing. What you are concentrated 
on, doggedly, is the lucky fact of sharing a language. You 
had naturally thought you were marooned in English. 

She says, her head a little on the side as she looks up at 
you and something faintly amused in her eyes, that her name 
is Gretchen and that she is Dutch. You are of course as 
exposed to her as she is to you, as you stand there on thé 


€And then you see the girl who will eventually 
be Gretchen, sitting down in a little 
sunning crevice, bolt naked, and your 
imagery spins as imagery does. 
in the poor clock of the human Бета? 


rock above her in immense perspective like some he-goat, 


'and are above all impressed that it is so natural. 


You have kept on your espadrilles, for.real rock edges 
and cactus needles stick nakedness worse than eyes. You 
slither down sidewise, the rope of your feet gripping pretty 
well, and a strange rough abrading shiver on your thigh 
which must scrape bare down bare rock. Why, men must 
have felt these things all the time once, when mankind was 
formed, and the untranslatable whispers in your black 
cavern are perhaps not—— 

You tell her your name. You divine, soon, that she is not 
Dutch. She is German. Why then did she say she was Dutch, 
and maintain it with a spunglass lying through which anyone 
could see, you ask, yourself making up a little puffed fable 


"for the girl, as one inevitably does. 


"Let us go up on a platform," you say, “and stretch out. 
We'll get more sun." And you are prey to mysteries. You have 
stumbled on Eden. Maybe the indecency of humanity - is 
only skin deep; maybe you can form a belief in humans | 
approximate to the belief in them you think you have. 
Mysteries, however. You want to get out of that criminal 
crevice of sun where you are sitting alongside a totally naked 
young female chatting with her about El Cordobés and— 
about this and that. In fact, you have got to get out of here. 

But from up on the platform all you see are the hecatombs 
of Michelangelo, because it is like a work of Michelangelo, 
the bank of ledged rock and the naked bodies dead under the 
sun on each ledge. You are very tricky at pushing things off 


at а distance this way; you are to be felicitated, because 
you consider it unique. And you take this girl out of the rib 
of yourself, 

“How did you happen to become a naturiste?” you ask. 

She is marvellous because she gives you the answers you 
feed her and want from her. She 15 ideal: she is a kind of a 
wall, or a baffle, such as you used to bat your tennis balls 
against when you played alone. But this is far more compli- 
cated. It is all happening now, and off the French Riviera! 
Well, you can pick up clean things in unexpected places. 

You show none of this; you are wholly urbane, and the 
strange thing is that though you know your own falseness 
it does not occur to you to translate assumptions within the 
girl. You already have that feeling as though the sun has 
commenced to burn your skin and the least breeze passing 
will convulse you with a nausea immersed in shiver. The 
conversation goes on prosaically. You tell her that she speaks 
English remarkably well for a Dutch girl. She describes the 
lycée in Amsterdam where she learnt it. 

"Have you ever been to England ?” 


less to say, moving much. And it is a first time, and new— 
or anyway almost. 

She flogs you a little bit on your bottom with her cache- 
sexe, for now you have flopped over on to your front. She 
has taken the fat, thick front part of her underslip in between 
her white, sharp teeth, and as you look at each other she gives 
it a sudden bite, and lets it go. It is so inexplicable to you 
how she is detailed and individual and yet a kind of hum or 
encompassing experience, simultaneously—and were you 
to quit her after, which you will not for you do not kiss and 
run, it would be hard to recapture her. 

Those naked brown burnt girls really do look like turkeys 
in their suet, which is the glistening sun oil. The water is 
fresh, pristine, and the air off it carries you the kelp and 
iodine of the sea, and the backdrop—dusky blue—is the 
threshold of mountains behind Lavandou, the beginning or 
the end 'of France relative to where you are. 

She has sat or laid around now in such fashion that her 
belly is a little house which has its small fat roof pushed or 
pinched up, and her two breasts lie down sidewise and one 


"No." puts its eye on the rough stone, and the other one half-lies 
"Or the United States?” on the one below. 
"No." But you know their tricks. No doubt it was very different 


"|t is remarkable." 

She slaps you playfully with her cache-sexe which she 
holds by its string. 

Her hair is brown, not individual but it does not seem 
nondescript. She is not deep-tanned. 

“Have you been here on Levant long ?" 

"Three days." 

"| wonder if you've ever been here before?” 

She shakes her head. 

lt is so wonderful what innocence there can Бе in two 
creatures talking naked, side by side on concrete, in a nest 
of rocks, as though two auk eggs had been laid down to 
germinate. Two sticks on the tide—and each guided by its 
individual will. It is admirable and miraculous! You would 
take pride in human ingenuity, if you thought. 

You feel the sun on you, though. You feel the wind on 
you. You think of trout-stream freshness and you note how, 
each time, there is this same familiarity, this sense of knowing 
so calmly well a girl you don't know, and it is unique. You 
were at Monte Carlo the other night; you were damned 
impressed but you didn't let on, and you saw all kinds of 
lights gleaming like some kind of array of diamonds as 
though somebody had splashed a handful of gems on to 
this facade which is part of old Somerset Maugham stories 
and part Onassis. And you are like a croupier on the baize 
now; you select and choose urbanely. It is all easy and suave, 
after all, to rake in the chips of life you need, and leave other 
chips of reality aside. You control the wheel ! 

She is a lovely girl, innocent. And you are a man of your 
time as like to your fellows as horse to horse in a stable, 
and want every woman available to you, and virgin. Gretchen 
presents—as the higher apes do in the Harvard University 
cages for the experimental study of chimps—without, need- 


before you had put on clothes, and laid aside club, and 
given over being manly in front of sabretooth tigers, or 
wenches like this strewn one now whom you could pick up 
between your two fingers with a little pinch of her jackstraw 
flesh. Possibly in those old days it was all natural, or is even 
that to simplify ? You, anyhow, in a gesture compounded of 
beauty and smut, with great boldness reach out a hand, and 
four or five inches from her arm drum a little quizzical or 
ironical beat on the paving. 

She looks at this beat, disdains it, looks up at you, smiles 
sardonically, and stretches out longer and puts her brown 
head down onto the crook of her arm. And closes her eyes. 

And you are going to tell of this, and you are going to 
exaggerate it, and if you told of it as it really was you would 
blush with shame. And something is pushing on your coccyx 
from long back; and voices are talking in your ears which are 
archaic, to say the least. 

You are not going to do anything about this, for God's sake. 

With a sudden rush of terror you think that maybe she is 
not absolutely alone, and has but come alone to the rocks 
here. You verify this is not so. 

It would be the nakedest cowardice to suggest going down 
off this place and in for a swim. 

“Would you like to take a swim ?" 

She looks at you a long time, sleepily, before the uh-huh 
comes. 

"My God, your English is really terrific," you say. 

You are going to feed on dirt and dream, caviar and smut; 
tomorrow you are going to trace yoür path back again over 
that water, where no path can ever be cut, to Lavandou. 
Weather permitting—in a clean, blue wind. He misspoke, 
he lied, about those snows of yesterday: they remain ever 
white and do not melt. OE 
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MIRROR OF VENUS 


A visual affirmation of one man's feelings about beautiful women, photographed by Wingate Paine, with verbal reflections 


We are their cult 
worshippers. Indeed, 
they are our deities, 

our delight, our constant 
source of inspiration. 


by Frangoise Sagan & Federico Fellini 


They are a lost race, 
these gentle ones, 
these tender ones 
—nothing to gain, 
nothing to lose. 
FS. 
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They have an innocent, 

almost animal impudence. 

Don't think they will 

ever become completely civilized. 


EF. 


есаизе they are сдава: | 


Ad a trifle mad, 


It must be for @feason. 4220 256 
You should takesadvantage of it^ a 
Ра: У 


ў JA through . 
pe body of another > 
P hat one discovers 

one's own? 


She is always new to you. 


She changes continually: 


Every minute she spends 


with you brings something 
wonderful and unexpected. 


ЕЕ: 


е таратор, 
fiev am . > 


= کے‎ жа 
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Рог а woman the time 
15 often the time. 
After the time, 
It is sometimes still the time; 
but before the time, 
И 15 never the time. 
FS. 


Why can't we all always live in 
a house full of women like 
this, give extravagant gifts to 
them, make love to them, have 
them tell their secrets, laugh | А 
with them, tell jokes with them, оф | а 
and sing, and sing, and sing. It 


Switch on the 
Grundig Satellit 
and you may wish 
you hadn't. 


Your own radio 
will never sound 
the same again. 


The Satellit is a fantastic new portable 
radio. lt costs 119 guineas. And it's 
made by Grundig. 

Switching on the Satellit is an 
experience in itself. You won't be 
prepared for the depth of sound that 
comes from the twin loudspeakers. This 
radio may be only a portable, but when 
you tune in to an eight o'clock concert 
from. Strasbourg, you can almost tell 
where the piccolo player is sitting. 

Altogether the Satellit gives you 
thirteen wavebands to choose from, 
including six bandspread shortwave 
ranges and crystal-clear VHF. You can 
roam the world in the twiddle of a dial. 

There are plenty of gadgets on the 
Satellit. But Grundig know plenty 
about radios, and they put them there 
for a purpose. 

Like the precision tuning meter that 
tells you visually when you're at the 
point of best reception. The AFC switch 
that holds you there. The 57-inch 
telescopic aerial. The rotating band- 
spread selector. The battery power- 
level indicator. 

The Satellit is the yardstick by which 
othertransistorradios should be judged. 
Listen to one soon. As you've probably 
gathered, it's an expensive toy. Buy one 


if you want to eavesdrop on the world. 
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Г rei me more about this extraordinary radio. 


Мате................ 
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FOOD & DRINK BY NICOLAS RIEBA 


a meal out with a bit of hotstuff 


НЕ CURRY ADDICTS ARE MULTIPLYING. MORE 

than 300 curry restaurants cater to them in 
London alone, and the number is still grow- 
ing. I suppose it was the pukka sahibs, 
returning to their watery exile in Tunbridge 
Wells, who first gave the stuff а foothold in 
Britain. Those legendary leathery-necked 
gents, trailing clouds of Imperial glory, 
needed fuel for their fire-resistant palates— 
I even knew one chap who used to curry his 
kippers for breakfast! History has, it seems, 
certain compensations; authentic Indian 
food has come to Britain to stay, even if we 
have lost the brightest jewel in the crown of 
Empire. 

Regional Indian dishes have a classical 
simplicity that is unique. Take Tanduri 
Chicken, the pride and joy of the Kwality 
Restaurant at 145 Whitfield Street, W.1.—a 
name Peter Sellers might have invented. This 
popular Punjabi dish consists of three parts. 
First, the chicken, marinated for six hours 
in yoghourt, hot spices and lime juice, then 
barbecued in an earthernware oven—the 
tandoor—over a bed of charcoal. Secondly 
the hot bread, called пап, which is slapped 
on to the sides of the tandoor (the clay must 
be from Delhi or it won't stick!). It emerges 
puffy, golden and slightly charred, shaped 
like a cardinal's hat, and strewn with sesame 
seeds. Thirdly, the sauce, a piquant blend of 
yoghourt, chopped mint and hot chilli. The 
nicest thing about the chicken is its colour, 
a brilliant lacquered red, which adds to the 
frontier-like barbarity of the dish. Eat it 
with your fingers; tear the nan apart, dip it 
into the sauce and gnaw the tasty chicken 
bones! 

This is a restaurant that makes almost 
no concessions to effete western taste. It's 
the real thing all along the line. Your side 
dishes will be plates of green chillis, slim and 
fierce like sticks of dynamite. Your main 
dishes will be decorated with swirls of wark 
—wafer-thin shreds of real silver leaf, which 
is also edible. The crowning excitement, for 
me, is the presentation of a silver tray piled 
with pan—fresh green betel leaves stuffed 
with sweet nuts, aniseed and cardomon, and 
speared with a clove. Га read about it in 
Kipling, but never thought to meet it in 
London! Chew it bravely and try to look 
happier about it than you probably are. In 


(AND NO EXPLANATIONS !) 


any case it’s a marvellous breath purifier! 

The Kwality has the usual red-flock wall- 
paper that seems to be indigenous to Indian 
restaurants in England. This style of decor 
might be dubbed Rajput Regency and is 
sometimes relieved, as here, by trendy panels 
of plastic pebble-dash. But the general effect 
is cheerful, and the food is marvellous. 
Terribly popular, so you must book (EUSton 
6767). 

The Ganges, at 40 Gerrard Street, has 
probably the most original and refined type 
of Indian cooking to be found in London. 
Mr. Tasaddug Ahmed is no purist. He takes 
the classical dishes of his country, and with 
the enthusiastic co-operation of his young 
Continental wife, experiments with them. 
The result is a marvellous blending of the 
best from both worlds. 

Passanda, for instance is simply a divine 
form of our old friend braised steak and 
onions—but what a difference! Eat it with 
crisp unleavened bread called puri, and a big 
salad of mixed raw vegetables tossed in a 
french dressing and spiced with green chillis. 

Prawn Butterflies (a Chinese link-up here) 
are stuffed with fresh coriander, onion and 
spices, then deep-fried. Again an improve- 
ment on the original. Khoorma, the king of 
the curries, is done to perfection: tender 
morsels of lamb in a rich sauce of yoghourt, 
fresh ginger, cinnamon and cloves. 

My pudding turned out to be a rich 
relation of the French pain perdu—white 
bread fried in clarified butter and soaked in 
cream flavoured with saffron, sugar and 
crushed cardamons—the top sprinkled with 
chopped pistachio nuts. 

The decor is simple and effective, Indian 
music floats in the background, and the 
welcome given is more than friendly. If you 
are doubtful about ordering anything, you 
can ask to try a mouthful first, and all new 
dishes are submitted to the customers for 
remarks and suggestions before they go on 
the menu. If you have not enjoyed Indian 
food in the past, a visit to the Ganges will 
certainly convert you. 

The nearest thing in London to an Indian 
bistro is to be found tucked away at 20 
Richmond Hill. Run by a retired chartered 
accountant and his Irish wife, who do all the 


cooking, the New Moon is an intimate little 
place, more like a club than a restaurant. The 
service is friendly and personal, and Mr. 
Aszal is prone to recite Elizabethan verse 
or quote some deep Indian proverb while 
dishing out his mouth-watering specialities. 

There are only half a dozen tables, so it’s 
essential to book (RIChmond 0168). Try the 
Chicken Murgh Mussalam (24 hours’ 
notice)—a whole chicken marinated in 
yoghourt and spices, then stuffed with pulao 
rice, nuts and fruits. Cooked in two pounds 
of butter, it makes a lovely dish for four, and 
even with a selection of kormas, bhunas etc. 
thrown in, the total bill should not exceed 
25s. per head. 

It’s difficult to convey the homeliness and 
relaxed atmosphere of this little Indo-Pak 
bistro, where conversation among the tables 
tends to be general, and each dish is freshly 
and personally prepared by the beaming 
proprietor in his rakish grey astrakhan cap. 
Be sure you end up with the luscious creamy 
sweet called firmi, made from pounded nuts, 
saffron and cream and crowned with a top- 
knot of silver leaf. No licence here, but bring 
your own wine (no corkage). 

Finally, for those who like luxury, gleam- 
ing glass and silver, a nicely appointed bar 
and impeccable service, I suggest the 
Naraine, at 10 Kenway Road, S.W.5. This is 
a place to entertain your rich uncle, or to take 
your family for a treat. The elegant split- 
level dining room has the inevitable red- 
flock paper, comfortable banquettes and 
low lighting, and the owner is always at hand 
to explain the menu. You can have your 
curry as hot as you please. There's a vast 
selection of interesting starters and side 
dishes, and all the usual syrupy sweets. 

To finish, try their special coffee, a Gaelic- 
Indian collaboration topped with cream and 
flaming brandy. If you really want to impress 
a visiting fireman, order the Naraine Kebab 
(18s.), lamb marinated in wine, garlic and 
spices, charcoal-grilled and carried in—also 
flaming—on a sword! 

The *in" thing to drink here is ice-cold 
buttermilk, known as /assi and marvellous 
for the digestion. Ask for Maria or William 
Naraine, and put yourself in their capable 
hands (FRObisher 3853). ОШ 
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ы; Adding sound to our usual compound of words and pictures, PENTHOUSE rounds out the 3-D world 

of sybaritic male entertainment with our first jazz LP. Written and arranged exclusively for 
PENTHOUSE by the dynamic composing team of Des Champ and Jim Economides, our debut disc 
sallies into orbit with sounds that reflect the same sophisticated blend of beauty, wit and ribaldry 
that makes PENTHOUSE the most successful magazine for men in Britain. 

THE BEDSIDE BOND, an instrumental construction in the coolest jazz idiom, is the communal 
brainchild of editor-publisher Bob Guccione and California-born Jim Economides. The problem 
of interpreting musically something as elusive and unsymphonious as the character of a national 
magazine was resolved when Des Champ drew a parallel between James Bond and PENTHOUSE. 
Bond is basically a lone wolf, a sybarite and a man of action—his sexploits are legend, his tastes 
incomparable. PENTHOUSE enjoys the same exclusivity of direction, taste and unbending individual- 
ity. И seemed only natural that a mixture of Bond and PENTHOUSE with a boudoir beat to bridge the 
gap and a bed to set the stage would groove with audiophiles everywhere. 

After three months of planning, composing, arranging and raiding top jazz groups like Johnny 
Howard's Easy Beat orchestra for a crack combo of 12 outstanding British musicians, Bond's first 
musical salvo was fired. The Champ-Economides arsenal includes piano, guitar, drums, bass, vibes, 
two trumpets, flugel horn, three trombones and a sax. Of the 12 original tracks, three of the composi- 
tions were written by Jim for United Artists when the Bond craze was at its peak, and the remaining 
nine are products of the Champ-Economides collaboration. They are evenly divided between 
slow, semi-romantic, intimate sounds and the steam-heat, growling scream of big brass. Bond's 
boudoir is a distillation of sensitive jazz artistry with an unashamed and paradoxically pop appeal. 
The action, even at its hottest, is cool, and the intrepid, larger-than-life figure of Bond himself 
emerges throughout. 

PENTHOUSE readers, familiar with the explosive appearance of our first issue on the nation's 
bookstalls, the running battle with Parliament, the GPO seizures and our subsequent trial will 
draw their own parallel between the mood indigo of 007 and their favourite magazine. When 


А bit more complicated than "loud" or "soft", these controls can do tricks with the sound, besides 
keeping everything in balance. 


Join in and be the audience as the PENTHOUSE sound 
goes on record. Des Champ (top row, opposite) 
gives the down beat and conducts the 

proceedings. Above: At the piano Roger Coulam is 
too rapt to light his cigarette —that's him 

opposite too, with his jacket on this time but still 
smoking without fire. Right: Jim Economides casts 


a mastermind's eye on the control panel. 


Guccione sent a private armada of hired vans into every corner of England, Scotland and Wales 
to beat the Post Office security net by putting his last 300,000 subscription brochures into individual 
pillar boxes across the country, he manifested something of the muscle and determination of his 
young journal. Since success in the face of all odds seems to distinguish Fleming's fictional hero, 
and the real-life success of PENTHOUSE against similarly improbable odds distinguishes us from our 
more monolithic and humdrum brethren, we feel that the parallel is somewhat more than allegoric. 

Fleming's brainchild was created to walk on the wild side, a lonely, hired gun machined to work, 
love and play with equally murderous dexterity. The woman he woos may have a Beretta strapped 
to her thigh with his name chiselled on the first cartridge, but Bond's instincts are to supply her 
first with the multiple benefits of his manhood and then—perhaps cursing the injustices of love 
and war—watch her expire, her own Beretta smoking sadly in his fist. Here THE BEDSIDE BOND 
skips a beat : disclaiming the killer instinct, it provides pure, eminently listenable background music— 
the kind of sounds that will appeal to any self-respecting hedonist. 

Technically, Champ and Economides have superimposed a multiplicity of counter rhythms over 
a pleasing variety of basic beats. The results are sheer, instrumental wizardry in the great jazz 
manner. Music that alternately soothes, excites, and titillates the senses while maintaining its 
own axis of sincere modern jazz musical artistry. 

Des Champ who provided much of the inspiration has, in the last two years, become one of 
London's busiest composers, arrangers and conductors. During working sessions Champ is 
serious, nervous and hard-driving. His hallmark, a wide variety of facial grimaces, emphazises the 
subtle, shifting quality of tone he wishes to communicate to his musicians. He has a way of 
expressing sound mutely and the sheer creative force of his own feelings is conducted accordingly. Ж 

Jim Economides, before coming to London over 18 months ago, spent the last ten years of his 
28 as a senior mixing engineer in Hollywood first and later as a producer for Capitol Records. ё 
During his Capitol days Jim produced many of the hit singles and albums for such top recording > 


я ^ “арийг Ч. 
artists as Bobby Darin, The Lettermen, Jack Lemmon and Kay/continued on page 85 —=> 


Between takes, Jim Economides and Des Champ confer on the score and make the music go 72 
round and around via a detour or two. ғ Ч 
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Stevens. He was a prime mover in the “Hot Rod” and “Surfing Sounds” 
and is credited with much of the creative force behind the now inter- 
nationally popular “West Coast Sound”. 

T Economides, like Champ, is a consummate musician in his own right. 
He is a tall, good-looking, chain-smoking perfectionist with an exacting, 
total concept of the music he wants. During the first PENTHOUSE session 
he taped one track 24 times before he found it acceptable, only to throw 
it out again when he and Des later agreed that it couldn't be successfully 
integrated into the overall Bond theme. 

The final product, taped over two long and gruelling sessions, sounds 
like Count Basie, George Shearing and Hank Mancini all rolled up into 
one. One reviewer called it a "high-proof, volatile vinyl cocktail . . . or 
music to make love to Pussy Galore Бу”. 

THE BEDSIDE BOND, available both in stereo and monaural, is being 
distributed in the U.K. exclusively by DECCA. It is on sale now at all 
leading record shops and readers are invited to listen in on their favourite 
magazine. 


Jim Economides and editor-publisher Guccione (right) congratulate each 
other after the session. Another Penthouse achievement is on the way. 


| DECCA 


PENTHOUSE 
MAGAZINE 
PRESENTS 


(he 
bedside 
ond" 


This is it, in its gassy sleeve, the record conceived with Penthouse 
readers in mind. Reflecting in music the character of the magazine, it 
combines, like Bond, a soft and romantic centre with an inflexible outer 
crust of self-confidence and drive. The Bedside Bond is a Decca L.P., 
available in monaural or stereo, with 12 tracks of original modern jazz. 
Hear it, and then buy it—at all Decca stockists, price 32s. 6d. For 
personnel fanciers the names of the 12 good men and true who sat in 
on the disc date are listed alongside, plus the titles of the tracks. 


Personnel 


Roger Coulam/piano 
Ronnie Seabrook/bass 

Rex Bennett/drums 

Clive Hicks/guitar 

Jim Lawless/vibes 

Eddie Mordue/tenor sax/flute 
Derek Healey/trumpet 
Tony Fisher/trumpet 
Bobby Haughy/flugel horn 
Johnny Marshall/trombone 
Pete Smith/trombone 

Jack Thirlwall/trombone 


Tracks 

Side 1 Side 2 

The Incepta Solitary Solitaire 
Bond's Lament Big 'M' 

Yes and No Pricey Miss Galore 
Case for Tiffany Tatiana 


Honey's Theme 
Bond for President. 


The Silent Silencers 
No Quarrel 


Composed and arranged by Des Champ and Jim 
Economides 


ON SALE FROM 7th OCTOBER AT ALL DECCA STOCKISTS, PRICE 325. 6d. 
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It’s like this I Photographed of! Sandy Cay, Nassau, Bahamas 
You walk into a bar and say “Bacardi | 
and Coke.” Glug, glug, clunk, clunk 

(ice cubes), and you're in the 

Bahamas. Cool Bacardi rum, pure 

and clearer than the Caribbean itself. 

Bacardi is produced 4,362 miles 

away—in the Bahamas. Nowit’sin you. 

But don't stop at one. Buy a whole bottle. 

At 53/9,* Bacardi just has to be good. 

Tonight, be extravagant. 

Bacardi rum is the spirit of adventure 


ж Recommended retail price. 
Bacardi and the Bat device are registered trade marks of Bacardi and Company Limited. “Coca-Cola” and "Coke" are the registered trade marks of the Coca-Cola Company. 


This is another well-documented 
exploration of the frontiers of sex, 
conducted by our painstaking 
correspondent. Like all serious 
explorations, it flattens a few fond 
illusions but brings back the facts. 
These will disappoint some, but 
enlighten many more 


by Alan Hull Walton 


PENTHOUSE 
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How man's wistful 
myth of the | 
ever-eager female 
turns sour... 


THE very word raises young men's hopes and nurtures many 
a secret dream of delight in those who have lived long 
enough to learn better. These responses, common though 
they are, indicate a fundamental misconception of what a 
nymphomaniac is. The part to dwell on is “maniac”, for all 
sex maniacs are in the psychological sense very disturbed 
people and very sick people. They are people who, being 
unhappy themselves, cannot bring happiness to anyone 
else. The expression owes its origin, of course, to erotic ideas 
associated with the enchanting nymphs of classical antiquity, 
and-since the rise of modern psychology the label has come 
to be applied to all highly sexed women, especially when 
they are also promiscuous. But this is a popularization that 
misses the whole tragedy of a psychological abnormality. 
The nymphomaniac's plight is characterized by an over- 
powering sexual urge coupled with a chronic failure to 
achieve either pleasure or orgasm. The urge is morbid-and 
assumes more or less the proportions of ancient demoniac 


“possession”, comparable with the desire of the alcoholic for: 


booze, though perhaps even more intense. Like Tantalus, 
the sufferer's appetite is perpetually whetted, in an impossible 
search for what Viereck and Eldridge described as “unen- 
durable pleasure indefinitely prólonged.” But true nymphos 


don't even manage to enjoy a quite ordinary pleasure. А. 
titillation perhaps, but a titillation that is more frustrating than 


satisfying, like an hors d'oeuvre with nothing to follow. 
The merely promiscuous woman 1$ able to control her 


‚desire and her behaviour. The nymphomaniac cannot do so. 


And, added to this lack of self-control, she usually feels 


contempt for herself, as well as subconscious (and some- - 


times conscious) guilt over her obsession. The disease 1$ 
psychogenic in origin, and its victims may be described as 
frigid women desperate for pleasure, who are attempting to 
prove their super-sexuality not only to themselves but also 


to others. In the same way the male Don Juan is a pitiful - 


mockery of manhood, with endless affairs serving to demon- 
strate his virility, boost his ego, and cover up his deep-rooted 
inferiority feelings. In much the same way, simple and un- 
complicated sadism is a means of denying a profound and 
often unrecognized conviction of inferiority and lack of 
strength. "c 

Some nymphomaniacs are lesbiah and many are bisexual. 
But nearly all of them feel powerful erotic urges at the slightest 
mention of sex, and a few are in a state of continual obsessive 
sexual craving. For these, even so-called “gang rape” fails 
to bring satisfaction or elicit orgasm. Their frigidity reminds 
one of that of the prostitute, who only pretends. pleasure 
with clients, but experiences the real thing with her loyer. 

This basic contempt for the male is also found in one type 


- 
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unusually common among the nymphomaniac group of 


women: the woman who consciously, half-consciously, or 
unconsciously, wants to punish all men. Secretly she con- 
siders man as an inferior being who wants only one thing. 


‘Convinced of her own superiority she regards man as a 


pawn, to be punished by being forced quickly into the 
experience of orgasm, while at the same time she sub- 
consciously completely withholds her own response. Such 
an attitude may seem insane, but neurosis and deeply-rooted 
psychological illness are never logical. They spring from an 
incessant subconscious battle between opposing desires, or 
between desires and fears, increased sometimes by a sense 
of quilt. 

The contempt for the male noted among women of the 
type under discussion differs from that of the prostitute in one 
respect. The prostitute's dislike is usually conscious, whereas 
that of her sex-obsessed sister is rarely admitted into the 
light of conscious reason. Paradoxically, the prostitute may 
also claim to be superior to her clients, since she condescends 
to grant them her favours in return for payment, and can 
afford, up to a point, to pick and choose her partners. The 


. nymphomaniac, on the other hand, is so desperately depen- 


dent on men that she cannot rationally aspire to any such 
superiority. This is clearly shown in the confessions of such 


"women: “| want sex so badly | can't think of anything else. 


| seem to tremble inside. | want to shout and scream and 
tear my clothes off! | need a man—any man will do—even 
several of them... .* "I need sex so terribly much that | hate 
the slow approach. 1 just can't wait. | want to be up and at it. 
And yet I’m never satisfied. You've no idea what it's like . . . 


. It's quite frightful | suppose, because I'm like a bird of prey 


hunting men down...” 


Physiologically, woman 15 of course peculiarly adapted to 


such excess. Continual sexual acts cannot be repeated 
beyond a variable limit among males, whereas the female 
can continue ad nauseam, whether she feels desire or not. 
Men who are unfortunate enough to marry such creatures 
find themselves in a position which is not only embarrassing, 
but terrifying to the point of nightmare. Happiness in such 
a marriage, granted even the most virile of husbands, becomes 
an impossibility. Such abnormal wives cannot avoid frequent 


acts of adultery. Moreover, if byanychance the husband tends ~- 


to be neurotic himself, he may end up by believing that he is 
either undersexed or relatively impotent—for one can easily 


1 imagine the effects of the virulent lashing of an unsatisfied 


woman's tongue. 

‚ And so itis that man's wistful myth of the eager female with 
ever-ready sexual appetite turns sour under the clear light of 
reasoned investigation. The nymphomaniac, to repeat, is 
sick and to be pitied. She also faces an added danger: such 
women can easily become addicted to alcohol or drugs in ari 
attempt to drown their dissatisfaction and their secret or 
unrecognized guilt-feelings. Should the young nympho- 
maniac, still bothered by those remnants of propriety known 
as inhibitions, turn to liquor, her behaviour is unpredictable. 
For, unused to the effects of intoxicating drink, she is likely 
to forget all social restraints and act with unqualified abandon. 

Nymphomania has, of course, been with us throughout 
recorded history. But it does seem to have increased with 
the so-called advance of civilization, especially during recent 
years. The sexual and economic freedom attained by women 
would certainly seem to facilitate this, and the insane speed 
and tensions that dominate modern society, not to mention 


- the break-up of the family, may have contributed. 


Though this maniacal condition is almost always psycho- 


ha 


? 
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indicate sexual temperament and that certain builds are 
more prone to this disorder than are others. Mantegazza, 
in his Fisiologia del Piacere, describes those who tend to 


“07 have a strong sexual temperament thus: “Individuals of 


nervous temperament, those with fine and brown skins, 
rounded forms, fleshy lips, and prominent larynxes, tend to 


- “venereal enjoyment much more than those with opposite 


characteristics. Universal tradition describes as lascivious 
in general those who are short in stature and have long 
noses. Popular superstition has likewise often believed that 
short-legged women (as well as those with bow-legs) are 
‘unusually given to eroticism and, conversely, skinny men 
with long legs. This last belief has received some backing 
Кот Sheldon’s researches into body structure, build, and 
temperament. Fat men, on the other hand, tend to be 
sexually lazy and the athletic type, while varying, falls 
midway between the two. 

Regarding women, here is what Havelock Ellis had to say 

' (Studies in the Psychology of Sex, Vol. 3, Part 1) about build: 
"|n a case of nymphomania in a young woman, described 
by Alibert (and quoted by Laycock, Nervous Diseases of 
Women, p. 28) the hips, thighs, and legs, were remarkably 
plump, while the chest and arms were completely emaciated. 
In a somewhat similar case described by Marc in his De /a 
Folie, a peasant woman, who from an early age had experi- 
enced sexual hyperaesthesia, so that she experienced spas- 
modic voluptuous feeling at the sight of a man, and was thus 
the victim of solitary excesses and of spasmodic movements 
which she could not repress, the upper part of the body was 
very thin, the hips, legs and thighs, highly developed. In his 
work on Uterine and Ovarian Inflammation . . . Tilt observes: 
‘The restless, bashful eye, and changing complexion, in 
presence of a person of the opposite sex, and a nervous 
restlessness of body, ever on the move, turning and twisting, 
on the sofa or chair, are the best indications of sexual tem- 
perament.’.. .” 

Ellis continues: 

“There is little tendency to associate length of limb with 
an erotic temperament, and a certain amount of data as 
well as of more vague opinion points in the opposite direction. 
The Arabs would appear to believe that it is short rather than 
tall people in whom the sexual instinct is strongly developed, 
as we read in the Perfumed Garden.* .. . In his elaborate 
investigation of criminals Marro found that prostitutes and 
women guilty of séxual offences, as also male sexual 
offenders, tend to be short and thick-set (Caratteri dei 
Deliquenti). In European folklore the thick, bull-neck is 
regarded as a sign of strong sexuality. Mantegazza refers 
to a strong sexual temperament as being associated with 
arrest or disorder of bony development, and Marro suggests 
that the proverbial salacity of rachitic individuals may be due 
to an increased activity of the sexual organs (La Puberta). 
It may be added that acromegaly, with its excessive bony 
growths, tends to be associated with premature sexual 
involution.” 

Comparing these opinions with those of Sheldon, it seems 
likely that extremely thin men have greater nervous sexual 
excitability than mesomorphic (athletic) males, but that 
stocky men have greater physical endurance than their more 
slender brothers. In the case of women, however, the short 
and the plump seem indubitably to be the most stronglysexual. 

‘Some nyphomaniacs are as clever as a scheming delinquent. 


*Burton's translation, edited by Alan Hull Walton, is available in a bound edition from 
Spearman, London, 1963—and in paperback, Panther, 1963. 
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© logical in origin, there is evidence that body-build may They will pretend to have attacks of bladder trouble, merely. ^^ 


to find an excuse to have themselves.internally examined by — 


a doctor. Others are also excessive masturbators—and in 


ra 


contradiction of popular belief it is the nyphomaniac, rather 


than the lesbian, who is given to the use of the artificial 
penis, known also under such names as gaudemiche, 
dildo, bijou indiscret, etc. The articles utilized for self- 
satisfaction by these literally sex-mad women are astonishing 
in their ingenuity and variety, and many are extremely 
dangerous. It is not uncommon for gynaecologists to have 
to remove hair-pins from the female urethra, and more than 
one woman has seriously injured herself by using articles 
made of glass, which have broken inside. That any human 


being could possibly be so stupid is an indication of the: 


basically insane nature of all sex-mania, 
А proportion of nymphomaniacs also resort to perversion 


in search of satisfaction, and we find some of them giving . 


themselves up to whipping and the birch—usually with the 
same lack of satisfaction they find with men. 

History offers numerous examples of the full-fledged 
nymphomaniac, including the Empresses Messalina and 
Theodora, and Catherine the Great of Russia (who was also 
given over to other deviations). In ancient Rome ladies of 
noble birth are recorded to have registered themselves as 
prostitutes, simply that they might freely devote themselves 
to the satisfaction of their sexual appetites. In Greece, Rome, 
and in the East, it was not unusual for wealthy women of 
this type to maintain slaves and eunuchs for the same purpose. 
It comes as a surprise when we consider Imperial Rome that, 
despite the infamous sexual atrocities indulged by a number 
of the emperors (Caligula, Nero, Domitian, Commodus), 
by far the most vicious and abnormal fanatics were women, 
with the nymphomaniac Empress Messalina, wife of 
Claudius, high on the list. She was intensely cruel, after the 
manner of many rulers of her period, but the main focus of 
her life was sexual indulgence. 

Those men with whom Messalina found release (no 
mean feat!) received rich rewards under her protection. The- 
majority who failed to gratify her, or who refused the invita- 
tion to her bed, immediately forfeited their lives. She has 
been describedasanattractive, butratherthickly-built brunette. 
The Louvre statue reveals her as dignified, but not beautiful 
by any standard. Once she had attained the throne (and that 
not by honest methods) she cast aside all semblance of 
modesty, becoming indiscriminate in her choice of lovers. 
She even went to the length of having actors sent to her 
bed immediately they left the stages of the public theatres. 
She would spend nights in the lowest of public brothels, 
having her own cell and hanging over the door, as was the 
custom, a plate bearing the name she took: Lysisca. Here 
she gave herself to all comers, accepting the meanest 
prowlers from the lowest quarters. All Rome knew of her 
behaviour; yet Claudius, her husband, pretended not to 
notice. When, however, he went to Ostia, she ordered Gaius 
Silius, one of her younger lovers, to divorce his wife and 
marry her. Obviously she intended to get rid of Claudius and 
place this youth on the throne. This was too much for the 
emperor, who immediately had her put to death. 

Catherine the Great, Empress of All the Russias, while 
infinitely more dignified and discreet than her ancient Roman 
sister, was equally obviously a nymphomaniac. Voltaire had 
the perspicacity to describe her as a modern Semiramis, 
immediately sensing what lay beneath the propriety of her 
royal expression. Her lovers were countless, and were 
thrown aside the instant she tired of them. Nevertheless, 


89 


PENTHOUSE 


Not to be confused 
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of inhibition 


while her passion endured, wealth and honour were showered 
on them. Europeans favoured with her friendship are all 
agreed on her impressive and majestic presence and the 
charm and magnetism of her personality. Casanova says: 
"She was a mistress in the art of making herself agreeable 
to those whom she wished to interest. She cannot be des- 
cribed as being beautiful, yet she was pleasing, attractive, 
charming, and witty—devoid, moreover, of all pretension, 
which was quite remarkable, as she had every reason to 
entertain the highest opinion of herself." From others we 
learn that her feet were small and dainty, her hands most 
elegant, her bust superb, and her attire in perfect taste. 

To Count Orloff, one of the earliest of her favourites, 
Catherine allowed 10,000 roubles a month. Orloff was 
fortunate enough to maintain his position for ten years, 
though it seems likely that he had to thank his political 
usefulness as much as his physical prowess. Finally Catherine 
sent him off on a long foreign mission, and when he returned 
it was to discover that his place had been taken by a young 
lieutenant named Vassiltshikof. This fellow was soon 
supplanted by the Prince Potemkin, who was not young, 
but a man of the world and a remarkable statesman. Realizing 
that his days as the royal lover would be limited he skilfully 
maintained his influence for 15 years by acting as the 
empress's procurer (just as Leicester had done for Queen 
Elizabeth in Tudor times). He organized a regiment of young 
officers for Catherine's choice, picking only those who were 
well-built, attractive, and whom he knew to be unusually 
sexually potent. His method of supplying a new lover was 
refined and delicate. He would send the officer to the royal 
apartments carrying a painting. If Catherine wished to retain 
the young man she also retained the picture. But the return 
of the picture meant that the applicant was not suitable, and 
that a further choice must be sent. 

Potemkin's successor lasted only a year. Zoritch, handsome 
as Adonis, was equally quickly rejected. Korsakof might have 
lasted longer, but was found embracing a lady of honour, and 
immediately dismissed. And so the story goes on, with 
favourite succeeding favourite, and each honoured gentleman 
closing his eyes to the innumerable diversions provided by 
Potemkin's hand-picked regiment of sexual athletes. 

After menopause the empress's appetite. for rollicking 
increased even more. She had set aside in her palace a suite 
of rooms known as The Hermitage. This included a small 
intimate theatre: where plays were privately performed, 
including those written by Catherine herself. One can 
imagine the nature of some of these. The Hermitage was 
magnificently furnished at enormous expense. Erotic paint- 
ings and tapestries adorned the walls, and it is said that much 
of the furniture was phallic, not to mention copulatory 
statuary. In these rooms countless sexual orgies took place. 

When past 50, Catherine took a handsome young lover of 
22, Lanskoi. There can be little doubt that she loved this 
young fellow more than she had ever loved anyone. But four 
years later he died of a prolonged illness. In one of her parks 


she erected a monument to him, inscribing it: "To the Most | 
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Faithful of the Faithful.” Shortly afterwards Yermalof entered 
her bed; but, attempting to seize the power wielded by 
Potemkin, was speedily liquidated. He was followed by 
Mamonof, aged 24, who was succeeded when Catherine was 
in her middle sixties by Zubov—also in his early twenties, 
and destined to be her last lover, since she died on November 
4th, 1796. 

Masson, describing her character, writes as follows: 
"She had only two passions, both of which died with her. 
One was her love for man, a love which degenerated into 
libertinage. The other was her love for glory, which degenera- 
ted into vanity." ; 

In diagnosing nymphomania, however, one must be 
careful not to confuse it with a simple lack of inhibition. For 
the two conditions are totally different. Freedom from 
inhibition is recorded by René Guyon (La Liberté Sexuelle, 
translated into English as: Sexua/ Freedom, London, John 
Lane, 1939): 

"When we study women belonging to races in whom the 
natural promptings of sex are not stifled as they are apt to be 
among the inheritors of the Judeo-Christian tradition, we 
find that many of them incline to take the initiative in the 
sexual act... Montesquieu was told that in Guinea, ‘when a 
native woman meets a man she will seize him and threaten 
to denounce him to her husband if he rejects her advances. ;. 
Or she will slip into a man's bed, wake him up, and if he is 
backward will prepare to shout for help and charge him with 
attempted rape.' The women of Central Nubia, when their 
husbands are away, never lose a chance of sleeping with a 
stranger . . . When the Coquille touched at the Carolines in 
1874, the native women wanted to strip the bluejackets and 
study them in the nude. At Tahiti the cook of the Bougainville 
was knocked down and undressed by women inspired with 
like curiosity . . . Wherever local customs are not prohibitive, 
native women do not hide their sexual desire. Thus the 
worthy Scheinfurth was scandalized by the ‘obscenity’ of the 
Mombuttu girls of Eastern Africa. As for the New Caledonians, 
Rochas says frankly : 1 should need the pen of a Juvenal to do 
justice to the ways of these savage Messalinas in their 
dealings with a novice like myself.’ . . . 

“Mrs. Ettie Hornibrook insists that sexual frigidity, which 
wrecks so many homes in the West, is unknown to the 
women of.the East and of more primitive races. She is 
unquestionably right. Even in our own lands sexual frigidity 
in women is rarely physiological." 

Natural woman has a sexual desire which is the match of 
that of her mate. The promiscuous or highly-sexed woman 
can be more precisely defined as "hyper-erotic". Sympto- 
matically, there is little apparent difference between the 
hyper-erotic and the true nymphomaniac. Both are in a 
perpetual state of sexual starvation, both are inclined toward 
promiscuity and deviation, and both reveal the same 
insatiable characteristics during coitus. But a vital difference 
between hyper-eroticism and nymphomania is in the selection 
of the love partner. The hyper-erotic has her own concept of 
her ideal partner and the attraction is centred in this concept. 
The nymphomaniac, on the other hand, has no logical, 
idealized version of a suitable partner—other than perhaps a 
fantasized image of a creature, half man and half perpetual- 
motion machine. To her the attraction is on a purely physical 
level, i.e. penis first, and anything which may be attached to it 
second. The seeking of sexual satisfaction is her prime, 
moment-to-moment concern, and everything else assumes 
secondary importance, It is a pitiabie condition, rarely cured., 
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Baby Doll: More doll than 
baby in these Pet-worthy 
pyjama short-shorts—misty 
see-through nylon, ruffle- 
trimmed with tantalizing 
lace over bust. Available 

in all-black or flame red 
with black lace. £2.2.6 


Adorabella: For your favourite 
Pet, ultra-sophisticated 
lounging pyjamas fashioned т 
a luxurious mist of black lace, 
delicately lined with nylon net 
and definitely see-through. 
Hipster trousers are bell- 
bottomed and fully elasticized 
at waist—black only. £5.5.0 


PENT-teez 
OH 


Send cash/cheque 
or postal order to: 
PENT-teez 

170 Ifield Rd. 
London SW10 


Dark Lady: a luscious 
addition to any romantic 
wardrobe—calf-length 
negligee in sheer nylon 
cascade. Black only, with 
wispy pink ribbon belt, 
beruffled front. Feels and 
looks like precious silk— 
exquisite quality. £6.0.0 


Short'n'Sweet: 
ultra-feminine, 
floral print, shortie 
nylon nightie with 
alluring slit at 
thigh. Ruffles 
around low, low 
scoop neck and 
bottom. White 
background 

with baby-blue 

or lip-pink 

floral pattern 
available. 

£3.10.0 
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Punishing tests by Mercedes proved Audi. 


Mercedes put 


the power in. 


Power like this tests a man. Mercedes 
gave Audi's engine tremendous torque. 94 Ib./ft. You get 
81 b.h.p. from 1.7 litres. Can you handle it? 

Blazing take-off. 0 to 50 m.p.h. in 9.1 
seconds. Leaves bigger cars gasping. Powerful overtaking 
potential! Can you use it? 

Frontal assault. All that power plus 
front-wheel drive means Audi is a real mover. All the way. 
How about you? 


Race technique developed Audi. Inboard 
front disc brakes, tilted engine angle, phenomenal road- 
holding. Push Audi—she responds all the way. Takes high 
speed corners on rails. Challenges your skill. 


The saloon that sports Mercedes power 


Can you get it out? 


Be critical. Or you'll miss Audi's 
finer points. Like Volkswagen-controlled construction: 
never a squeak or rattle. Amazing economy, (00-33 m.p.g. 
overall. Look for the refinements: you'll find them all. 

Test Audi— test yourself. ЇГ you can 
handle Audi's power, come on. Contact your Mercedes 
dealer (full service facilities at 245 garages). Or ring us, 
ISLeworth 2151. Or write to Auto-Union Limited, 
Dept. Pl, Great West Road, Brentford, Middx. If you 
just want more facts, we'll give you those. No obligation. 


~ Audı 


View from the Тор 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 10 


years later, Robert Baldick has trans- 
lated it for publication by Chapman 8 
Hall. For 30s. you can plough through 
a most extraordinary book. 'Hell' de- 
scribes the experience of a man who 
spies on his next-door hotel room 
through a hole in the wall above his 
bed. There is lovemaking, there is prolix 
and highly unlikely conversation, and 
there is birth and death and rumination. 
Especially rumination. Barbusse seems 
to have been appalled at the universe 
around him in the way that a 16-year- 
old is—overwhelmed with lugubrious 
intimations of impermanence. And 
death. Occasionally this is good for a 
chuckle. After 20-odd thick and heavy 
pages of agonizing over death, a 
woman's lover reaches this conclusion : 
“We are a great amalgam; we are more 
than we think: who knows what we 
are?” And his lady friend replies 
innocently : “Why didn't you tell me that 
straight away, as soon as | asked you ?” 
If this work wasn't such a swamp of 
earnest wallowing in what a French 
menu might call pourriture d'Omar 
Khayam—well, but it is. If you like 
metaphysical flagellation, delicately 
spiced with voyeuristic sex, we recom- 
mend this. But remember—it’s the 
reader that's being flogged. 


Pleasingly enough, the style of Vladimir 
Nabokov makes it impossible for the 
reader to take him solemnly. He fools 
around, juggles, jiggles, winks, pulls 
down his lower eyelid and keeps one 
finger alongside his nose all the time. 
Despair (Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 25s.) 
displays his manner in fair quality and 
texture, woven around a frail plot about 
aman who botches a murder-insurance- 
money scheme. The light of the reader's 
eye glints and irridesces on the surface 
of Nabokov's prose. A scattering of 
varicoloured half-spectrums tickle the 
retina and tease the brain, and this is 
the sensation to be enjoyed—not the 
visceral excitement of following action. 
The words flutter and veer like the butter- 
flies Nabokov is fond of catching. You 
ride with his syntax, loop and curve with 
his metaphor, and it is all highly 
artificial and great fun. Read this for 
self-improvement—the fine variety of 
self-improvement that comes from rec- 
reation. 
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Persuasive Percussion 1966 (Pye Com- 


mand PCLS, 895). Apart from those 
interested in oriental tortures, it's 
difficult to imagine just whom this 
musical oddity would persuade. From 
its bizarre beginning, when a crotchety 
bean-bag (shaken by an unknown bean- 
bagger) heralds Autumn Leaves, through 
its unlistenable renditions of Peop/e and 
Caravan (when glockenspiel and tuned 
bongos run riot), right to its desperate 
conclusion—a crude rape of Never On 
Sunday—it's clearly a case of may the 
best gimmick win. None of them do win, 
though. As for the recording itself 
(“Three-dimensional stereo with intense 
true-to-life impact!"), it's crystal-clear 
enough, but that’s no excuse. As a final 
blow to one’s sensitivity, there is a 
brochure inside that comments on each 
and every damaged gem. Quote: ”... but 
the percussionists eventually take over 
and, with tuned bongos, glockenspiel, 
Chinese bell-tree, aided by contrabrass 


clarinet and brass, they beat it out to a 
big ending.” Who let that Chinese bell- 
tree in ? 


George Shearing Quintet “Rare Form" 
(Capitol T 2447). If that old devil Back- 
ground Music is an art, then George 
Shearing must be dubbed an artist. His 
whimsical, slender efforts at jazz piano 
now seem to belong more in a discreet 
Balham tea-parlour, where one could 
chatter away, unperturbed by the soft- 
sell sounds he makes. If "Rare Form" 
(surprise—it has a picture of a pretty 
girl on the cover) can be faulted, then 
the fault lies in the fact that the other 
musicians just don't get a look in. 
Present are Ronald Anthony, a lyrical 
guitarist, and Gerry Burton, whose gay 
vibraphone is virtually in the next room. 
However, let us consider this to be a true 
tea-party record ; then nobody's feelings 
will get hurt. 


wem 1.34! 
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à dla Stireille>- 
Juicy little steaks (tournedos) are grilled, and 
arranged on small fried croûtes, and coated 
with Mornay sauce flavoured with tomato. 
They are then sprinkled with grated cheese and 
browned under the grill. Finally, they are topped 
off with sautéed tomatoes and stoned olives. 


When you're eating out, and you discover an intriguing 
new dish like Medaillons de Beuf à la Mireille, be sure 
to choose a suitable wine. Mouton Cadet? Perfect! 
People who drink wine a lot know that Mouton Cadet 
goes ideally with all fine meat dishes (unsurprisingly, 
it is the world's best-selling Claret). 


Moeulon cadet 
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Illustrated here are some of the ever-increasing range of titles selected by the editors of Penthouse for 
the Penthouse Book Society—a new idea in literary clubmanship. Full details of all the books available, 
some rarer than others, and all covering a multitude of adult interests, are listed below. 

Periodical newsletters and catalogues, comprising further titles for selected reading (not necessarily 
advertised in PENTHOUSE), will be sent to all Book Society members. These will include valuable 
information about books-in-progress, critical reviews, imports, collector's items and many other hard- 


to-get titles. 


It is the policy of this society to establish the most significant and comprehensive library of adult 
books that taste, research and informed opinion will allow. Books covering the vast spectrum of sex 
and anthropology—medical, psychiatric and sociological works relating to love and sexual matters, 
art books on the great erotic cultures of the world, albums of nudes, novels and bibliographies of 


HOW TO BECOME A MEMBER 


particular adult interest—will be made available on an exclusive mail-order basis. 


Membership in the Penthouse Book Society is open to all mature adults, male and female, over the 
age of 21. By purchasing any one or more of the limited selection of books shown on these two pages 
you will receive periodic listings of all available titles, plus our members-only catalogue and newsletter. 
If you are not interested at present in any of the titles shown in this particular issue of PENTHOUSE 


Art books for the collector 


222202020002 photographed by Wingate Paine, words Бу 
Francoise Sagan & Federico Fellini 

size 93 x 12 ins. 160 pagos, 106 photographs, several more in colour. 
A landmark in the photography of beautiful women, by a photographer 
who set aside his highly-paid work in American advertising for two 
years to realize this dream. Prose-poetry at its lyrical best accompanies 
the wonderful pictures. The writers, a famous French novelist and a 
renowned Italian film director, are both noted for their artistic 
treatment of the erotic. 638--4/34 p & р. 


0 ^ by Professor Jean Marcade 

size 133 x 10 ins. 168 pages, 95 reproductions in colour, 66 in 
monotone. A magnificently illustrated treatise on the erotic art of 
ancient Greece by the author of.the international success "Roma 
Amor”, Said Le Figaro Littéraire of that book: “An important chapter 
in the history of art." Now comes another important chapter, 
delineating classical erotic imagery in fresco, bronze, mosaic and 
picture. Sexual origins revealed in art. Specially printed in Switzerland 
with splendid colour. 15 gns + 4/34 postage and packaging. 


^. by Rafael Larco Hoyle 

size 13% x 10 ins. 146 pages, 134 reproductions in full colour. 

To the western eye, probably the most fantastic book of primitive art 
ever offered. Extraordinary phallic domestic pottery, massive fertility 
carvings, delicately wrought erotic ornaments in gold—all from the 
lost art of the ancient peoples of pre-Colombian Peru. The author's 
text brings this ancient people and its strange customs to life. A 


but wish to be informed of all new listings as they arise, fill in the form opposite and tick where indicated. 


unique work about a rare and forgotten culture. 15 gns + 4/3d p р. 


ıı by Professor Mulk Raj Anand 

133 x 10 ins. 108 pages, 69 plates on art paper, 16 others. 

In this impressive book, the professor of art and literature at the 
University of the Punjab explains the philosophical basis of Hindu 
erotic sculpture, a form of representation so explicit that it remains 
rarely seen in the west, and known only by hearsay. The photographs 
— "very large and finely reproduced” in the words of the Daily 
Telegraph—vividly illustrate the lifelike and gymnastic quality of this 
sculpture, which can only be appreciated with an understanding of the 
religious background described by Professor Anand. 9 gns + 4/3d p &p. 


Vatsyana’s Kama Sutra 

size 8X x 114 ins. 272 pages, elaborately illustrated. 

The first accurate and scholarly translation from the original Sanskrit 
of the oldest and best known of the Hindu erotic classics. Beautifully 
produced and profusely illustrated, with reproductions of famous 
Indian miniatures and sculptures depicting courtship and love. 

An important introduction traces the development of the subject. 
Vatsyayana, a celebrated sage, wrote his book from the standpoint 
that love is a science as well as an art, and must be studied if it is to 
give pleasure. £6.15.0 + 4/3d p & p. 


the Hindu ап of love illustrated 

size 82 x 111 ins. 195 pages, 25 full-page illustrations. 

Another exploration of Hindu eroticism, taking the Kama Sutra as its 
point of departure. The Ananga Ranga is a distillation of the best 
commentaries and elaborations on the celebrated classic, drawing on 
six centuries of oriental sexual practice. It is a unique manual of 
ancient erotic techniques and recipes, with a fascinating 120-page 
appendix evaluating the old beliefs in the light of contemporary 
research. £4,10.0 + 4/39 p € p. 


10 x 12 ins. 128 pages of drawings and paintings 

The scarifying satirical strokes of Gerald Scarfe, elected Cartoonist 

of the Year, memorably delineate the personalities and preoccupations 
of the contemporary scene. Critics accuse Scarfe of reducing all his 
subjects to the obscene and ugly ; supporters praise his originality 

and stringency. The most controversial collection of caricatures in 
years. 84s+-4/3d p € p. 


by Albert Ellis Ph.D 
The author is the editor of The Encyclopaedia of Sexual Behaviour 
and has unequalled authority in this field. His book is a lucid, frank and 
comprehensive handbook covering every aspect of physical love in 
marriage. The author believes that many arrive at marriage equipped 
for failure through anxiety about success. His book sets out to dispel 
that anxiety. 35$ + 3/3d p & p. 


by Inge and Sten Hegeler 

The best-selling Danish handbook, read by millions already in many 
countries. The authors, both doctors, treat the question of sexual 
relationships with complete candour. Their book is arranged as a 
dictionary, for easy consultation. “Тһе best book ever published on the 
subject”, says novelist Brigid Brophy. “Should be available in both 
the adult and junior branches of public libraries", says The Times. 
42s + 3/3d p € p. 

by Jerome and Julia Rainer 
The authors, a husband-and-wife team of writers, agreed that “what 
was needed was a book that resolutely discussed the pursuit of 
pleasure in marital sex”—and this book is the outcome. Among the 
matters it discusses: Sexual Pleasure, the Neglected Art; Myths and 
Facts about Sexual Compatibility; Overcoming Blocks to Pleasure; 
Can Pleasure lead to Perversion? ; Sexual Pleasure in Later Years. 
This is a book for the established married couple with problems they 
have barely confessed to themselves, let alone to a doctor or 
counsellor. Said Dr Walter C. Alvarez of the Mayo Clinic : "Excellent. 
| haven't seen anything better." 25s + 3/3d p & p. 


by Albert Ellis Ph.D 
Another valuable guide from the leading American authority. This 
brave and unusual book is meant for the unmarried male with mis- 
givings about his relations with women. Chapters include The Art of 
Seduction; What Every Young man should know about Bedmanship ; 
and Adultery, Anyone? It is a helpful book for the single and an 
entertaining book for all. 36s -- 3/3d p & p. 


edited by Professor N. Junke 
This book, by way of case histories and practical advice, provides 
the answers to many sex questions that continue to arise despite the 
spread of scientific knowledge. The Birth of Eroticism; Potency ; 
Individual Sex Problems ; Marriages Today ; Search for a Partner; 
Sexual Perversions—these contents headings convey the scope. The 
most revealing book on sex since An ABZ of Love. 45s + 3/3d p & p. 


by Lenny Bruce 
Nine plates and an introduction by Kenneth Tynan 
The man who shocked two continents, recently dead of an overdose 
of heroin, tells the notorious story of his explosive life. His arrests 
on obscenity and narcotic charges, and why he risked it. Read it all 
from the "sick" comedian's side. An outrageous book, but also a 
kind of truth by shock treatment. 32s 6d-|-3/3d p & p. 
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SEND CASH/CHEQUE OR POSTAL ORDER TO: PENTHOUSE BOOK SOCIETY, 170, IFIELD ROAD, LONDON, S.W.10 


by Francis Pollini 
A startling new novel by the author of Night. A savagely accurate 
satire, a tragedy, a comedy too, ribald and wild. Who is Glover? 
Wherever he is, whatever he does, things, events, people c/uster. 
Described as the greatest novel since J. P. Donleavy's 7he Ginger 
Man. That gives you an idea. 25s -- 3/3d p €r p. 


by Carol Erwin with Floyd Miller 
A candid, anything-but-bashful autobiography by one of the last of 
the lusty breed of American madams from the boom towns of the 
southwest during the 1920s. Merchants, politicians and policemen 
were often her friends—sometimes her partners—and usually her 
customers. There is nothing about men (and women) that Carol 
Erwin does not know, or tell. A raucous, bighearted, straight-from- 
the-hip true story. 21s + 3/3d p € p. 


by Bernhardt J. Hurwood 
The period so vividly brought to life by contemporary excerpts 
painstakingly culled from yellowed manuscripts and the vaults of 
collectors: includes the 17th and 18th centuries—the age of Fanny 
Hill, Tom Jones, rakish monks and dissolute royalty. Do you know 
about The Art They Hid in the Cellar, Curiosae Eroticae, The 
Peculiar Vice ? This fascinating volume tells you. It also makes an 
important contribution to the history of literature in the English 
language. Not recommended for children, though. 45s + 3/3d p € p. 


by Paull Hill 
The life and death of a multi-murderer, the story of the handsome, 
plausible Neville Heath, whose series of sadistic killings of women 
shook Britain in the postwar years. The author knew Heath in the 
Services, and recounts with ghastly candour his treatment of his 
victims, his orgies, and his agonies of mind. He discusses the 
psychological side and suggests a solution to a problem that can be 
near any of us. 18s + 3/3d p & p. 


by Kenneth Marlowe 
These are the confessions of a male madam, the apalling story of 
the violently sordid past of a homosexual who in his time was a male 
whore and a female impersonator. While it lasted he found gold 
catering to an exclusive Hollywood clientele. Now that it is over he 
writes about it plainly and with self-perception. No regrets, no 
moralizing—here is the truth. 2 gns + 3/3d p & p. 


by Harry Benjamin MD and 

R. E. L. Masters 
Written by two of America's leading authorities, this is unquestionably 
the most comprehensive study of prostitution since that of Sanger 
more than a century ago. To obtain the numerous case histories and 
conclusions interviews were conducted with hundreds of prostitutes, 
pimps, customers, and madams, including the famous Polly Adler. 
This is a definitive report on prostitution in contemporary society and 
an analysis of the causes and effects of its suppression. With an 
important introduction by Dr Walter C. Alvarez of the Mayo Clinic. 
70s + 3/3d p & p. 

compiled by Barry Humphries 
240 pages size 9 x 91 ins. 
А book that defies classification! Grotesque, preposterous, thoroughly 
unbelievable. Barry Humphries was once a-surrealist painter and later 
an actor, and there is something both surrealist and theatrical about 
the astonishing illustrated anthology of curiosities he has assembled. 
Medical freaks, outlandish caprices in art, weirdnesses of all kinds— 
you never know what to expect as you turn the page. Just one word 
of warning: keep this book out of sight and don't lend it, or you 
won't see it again! 63s + 4/3d p & p. 
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treated previously, he should by then know 
how to behave himself in an adult fashion. 
Girls I am not so sure about. They mature 
in a different way; girls up to 15-16 would 
still benefit from a parental hairbrush.— 
Dr A. M. (MB, CMB, BAO), Belfast, 
N. Ireland. 


Гуе just been reading some of the Forum 
letters and I honestly think that the people 
who believe in “а good spanking" must have 
bent minds or something. I know one thing: 
when my daughter grows older I shan't give 
her anything like that. There are better ways 
of dealing with children and teenagers.— 
(Mrs) K. Higgins, Hollinwood, Oldham, 
Lancs. 


Pain and pleasure 

How I envy W. W. of Fulham and C. A. L. 
of Streatham (vor. 1 мо. 10) for having such 
understanding wives. Since my teenage years 
I have had strong masochistic tendencies, 
though I never received a spanking from 
anyone. I was able to control them after I 
married, but lately I have found that the 
desire to be spanked or caned has increased. I 
explained all this to my wife, hoping for help, 
but unfortunately she thought it just a good 
laugh.—J. F., Belfast, N. Ireland. 
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I have just been reading PENTHOUSEand found 
it more interesting than I ever thought a 
magazine could be. Though unhappy myself 
it is good to read that some couples get 
happiness. I have been married for 16 years 
but am now separated over sexual conflict. I 
have had these masochistic feelings for years 
but have never satisfied them. I tried talking 
to my wife, only to be pushed aside. I am 
still hoping that I will find a lady one day 
who wishes to enjoy as many sides of the sex 
life as some of your readers, though to ask 
her outright is something I cannot do, even 
at ту age (41).—K. J. S., Darenth, Kent. 


As a newly-wed I was astonished to read in 
my husband's PENTHOUSE the letters from 
wives who are caned and enjoy it. I had 
never been spanked in my life and couldn't 
understand it. One evening I plucked up 
courage and decided to find out. My husband 
needed little persuasion, and I unearthed a 
length of basket cane. It hurt terribly, but I 
stuck it out waiting for pleasure that never 
came. A few nights later I volunteered for 
further experimenting, this time with a 
slipper, and I found I got a definite thrill. 
On holiday we bought a wooden spanking 
paddle, and have continued experimenting. 
Though spanking for us is not an essential 
prelude to lovemaking, it does stimulate us 
both.—(Mrs.) P.W.B., Northampton. 
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Please ask your representative to call to show me the 
PENTHOUSE ADVERTISING CALENDAR. 


usually taboo, which must be most helpful 
to a number of people. One thing puzzles 
me. The masochist is always referred to as 
someone who wants to be beaten or whipped. 
Т have no desire to be hurt, nor could 1 
receive sexual stimulation in this way. I do 
however find it absolutely necessary to be 
dominated by my female partner during at 
least the preliminaries of lovemaking. 

Please find enclosed cheque to renew my 
subscription, with apologies for delay and 
thanks for sending the magazine before ГА 
paid.—M.A., Sandwich, Kent. 


A taste for tickling 

I was interested in Valerie Metcalfe's letter 
about tickling (voL. 1, мо. 10). During the 
latter part of my time at secondary school a 
secret club existed solely for the mutual 
discovery and exploitation of each other's 
ticklish spots. These varied of course. There 
were occasions when, as Miss Metcalfe says, 
the practice spilled over into sadism, with 
Ше most responsive member tied up—but 
these occasions were rare. One has only to 
watch during breaktime in girls’ schools, 
particularly in summer weather, to observe 
that a lot of the romping includes tickling 
between pairs or groups. 

Havelock Ellis refers to it in The psychology 
of sex, one of the few writers to give this 
curious phenomenon a primarily sexual 
connection.—(Miss) Lynn Thompson, Grey- 
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Secondary characteristics 

What ails these extraordinary ladies fair 
Who insist on describing their pubes bare, 
And what their boy-friends think of them, 

In a magazine designed for men ? 

The marrieds so anxious to make revelation, 
Are really just speaking of sex stimulation. 
The fact is that hair growth has nothing 
whatever 

To do with protecting the body from weather. 
Notwithstanding contention or reasons 
frenetic 

The answer is purely and simply genetic. 
And whether we grow it or remove it in haste 
Is simply a matter of personal taste. 

Only once was I shaved and—this must be 
said— 

It was when I was helpless in hospital bed. 
So be warned, you good sirs, by someone 
who knows: 

If once you remove it, it's hell when it grows. 
—G. B. Clement, South Terrace, Weston- 
super-mare. 

Unavoidably shortened.—Ed. 


May I add to Miss J.H.W.'s observations 
(vor. 1 No. 11) that it is not only girls who 
may feel shame at having little or no pubic 
hair. At my university (London) I know 
several young men who would never go under 
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the shower naked after a game of soccer— 
they would retain their shorts or jockstraps, 
much to the bewilderment of the rest of the 
team. Until one of them told me of his shy- 
ness at his lack of pubic hair I had never 
realized that this could be the reason.— 
Michael J. Bonner, Symington Road, West 
Hampstead. 


Surely the female body is never more lovely 
than when all pubic hair has been removed. 
What's attractive about a hairy girl, may I 
inquire? I note that Christine Wilson (уог. 1, 
мо. 10) dislikes pubic hair on men too, and 
I agree with her on this point. So does my 
fiancée.—D. Williams, Ilford, Essex. 


Fashion controversy 
It is hard to believe that women are really 
as concerned as they make out about the 
tell-tale V-line of panties being visible under 
tight skirts or slacks. More probably this 
is just a convenient excuse for discarding a 
garment that has become an annoyance. 
Not many people realize that for centuries 
women did not wear “knickers” of any 
kind. It was only in Victorian times that 
“bloomers” were generally adopted. They 
came to be regarded as essential and their 
absence considered to be not respectable. 
In recent years there has been a reaction 
to this idea. Panties have become steadily 
briefer, and now there are signs that they 
may again disappear. A girl in her mid- 
twenties told me that she seldom wore 
panties in summer “because I feel cooler 
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and freer without them”, and this seems to 
be the crux of the question. The modern 
narrow briefs of synthetic material can 
hardly be the most comfortable of garments. 
—A. F. Cunningham, Craven Hill, London 
W.2. 


I agree that a pantie line is untidy and I 
also agree with J.B. of Highley, Staffs. 
(Vol. 1, No. 11) about directoire knickers. 
I tried to persuade my girl friend to wear 
them, but she still clings to the idea that they 
are old-fashioned. 

I would be glad if you could advise me if 
there are any back copies of Nos. 9 and 10 
available.—A.M., Oxton, Cheshire. 

Copies of No. 10 are available still, but 
No. 9 stocks are exhausted.—Ed. 


Almost all girls face this problem these days, 
and I do not believe it can be answered with 
a definite Yes or No, as some of your 
correspondents seem to think. I often go 
out with my boy-friend without panties, 
and I also detest being “strapped up” in 
bra and girdle or suspender belt. I therefore 
take every opportunity to leave them ой, 
but only when I know there is little danger 
from prying eyes. Surely the question is 
not whether to leave off panties but when. 
When you are “їп public”, 1 would suggest 
to Pamela Rodway that the proper thing 
to do is to wear panties at all times, tight 
skirts or not.—(Miss) M.C., Stockport, 
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This picture published for medical purposes only 


: The PENTHOUSE Medical Advisory Board regrets graphic 
exposure of fallen reader Себ above. Use of horrendous illustration depicting male victim 
in sadly incongruous situation intended for instructive purposes only. Victim seen in defenceless 
state—facts show defenceless victim not responsible for irrational actions. Student is asked to 
note glassy look about victim's eyes, sagging mouth, lax musculature, collapsed posture. . . . 
: S EXPLAINED: When victim was asked why he had given up struggle permitting girls 
to take easy “advantage of virtue, he replied : There's three to one ! When asked why he did not seek 
usual solace in PENTHOUSE, he replied: There's three to one! When further asked why he did 
not use persuasive charm, superior intellect, greater male strength, he replied: How do you think 
/ got them here in the first place! 


: : After close study of victim’s depleted reason, medical observers agree that 
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application of PENTHOUSE to the optical system. Total reorientation, however, is normally slow 
and difficult. 
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